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e F Sophonisha receiv'd ſome Ap- 
5 IE plauſe upon the Stage, 1 arro- 
gate nothing from the Merit 
RR 5 of the Poem, but, as I oughr, 
en with the humbleſt Acknow- 


Court - Stars. But above all, I muſt pay 
my Adorations to your Grace, who, as 
you are the moſt beautiful, as well in the 
bright Appearances of Body, as in the im- 
mortal Splendors of an elevated Soul, did 
Med mightier Influence, and darted on 
= a largeneſs of Glory anſwerable to your 
Stock of Beams. Hannibal himſelf, whoſe 
hardy Spirit, never bow'd bur to the fair 
imperious Roſalinda; nay, he who, in 

ſpight of Beauty's Charms, durſt gaze upon 
that Sun with Eagle-eyes, and tax her 
with a Blemiſh,now making his Approach- 
es to your Grace, ſeems awed with the 
Source of ſo many wy and dazled with 


— — ram 


— — — — — — der. —— A 


DEDICATION. 
{ Preſence ſo IHuſtrious. He ſees, With 


new Bleedings, Eyes more attractive than 


. thoſe of Ro/alinda, ſomething more deli- 


cate in your Shape, and lofty in your Mien; 
an Air ſo charming ſweet, that tis mi- 
raculous it ſhou'd be majeſtick too: Smiles 
of more delightful Shine than April Suns 


ſuch Softneſſes and Languiſhings as the 


almighty Poet's Hand cannot deſcribe, 
nor Painter's Pencil ever draw. For wy own 
Part, I am reſolved to look up to you dai- 
ly, and dedicate my Life. and Labours to 
your Gface, to ſpend all the Store of my]. 
yer unexhauſted Fancy in your unboun- 
.ded Fame. For I declare, to be wreath'd 
in Laurel from Head to Foot, is not con- 
wenn, Honour to Thar wy . 05 


uu au Your ona 
t Humble and 7 


Devon Servant, 


NAT. LEE.“ 


po 
* 
- 


P ROLOGUE fo » the dee, 


Aud every Prayer be longer than a Play: 


 Fvuen in our faſt Original, a Cart. — 


128 4 4 7 22 1 


Wy * A < N 2 N 7 } * 7 — * Au . 9 NE 5 a 


of OXF ORD. 
Written by Joun Davpzn, * 


Taksvrs. the firſt Profeſſor of our Art, 


At Country Wakes ſung Ballads in a Cart: 


To prove this true, if Latin be no Treſpaſs, Y 
js Dicitur & Plauſtris vexiſſe Poemata Theſpis. 
But Æſchylus, ſays Horace, in ſome Page, 


Was the firſt Mount ebant e' er trod the Stage. 
Yet Athens ever knew your Learntd * L +, ond * 
Of toffing Poets in a Tennis-. £0047 aa 
But tis the Talent of our Eagih Netion, a 

Still zo be plotting ſome new euren ; 


And ſome Years hence, if 1215 . 


Jack Presbyter will al ere e 
Knock out a Tub with Preaching once a Day, 


e 


For disbelieving of a Popiſh Plot: 


Nor ſhall we want the Sentence to departs 


= 


Ocham, Duns Scotus, muſt, th Ann El 


As chief Supporters of the Triple- Cron: 
And Ariſtotle, for Deſtructian ripe : Co 
Some ſay, he call'd the Soul an Orgas Pipe; „ eee 


Which, 25 ſome little help of Derivat ion, 


Shall thence be calld a Pipe of Inſpiration. 


Tour wiſer Fudgments further penetrate, 

Who late found out one Tare A the Wheat. 
This is our Comfort, none e er try d us down, | 
But who diſiik'd both Biſhops and a Com. 


A+ -+ Dramatis 


Dramatis - Per ſone. 
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1 . General of Carthage, . Mx. Mohun. . 
| Maberbal, Lieutenant General, M. Burt. 
8 Maſter of the Horſe and ge] Mr. Winterſhall, 
1 Scipio, Conſul of Rome, Mr. Kynaſton.. 
| Lelius, His Lieutenant, Mir. Lydall. 
| Varro, A Tribune Mr. Watſon. 
i Adaſſmiſſa, King of Numidia, married to q Nr. Hart 
| Sophontsba, 2 
| Nebellius, A Roman Officer, Mr. Powel. 
MM Maſſma, Nephew of Maſſmiſſa, - Nr. Clark. 
| Menander, Confident to Aufl, ir Griffin. 
| Sophonisha, a Cocke Lady,Daughter a bed 
| of {/arubal, firſt marry d to Sphax, ( Mrs. Cox. 
| after to Maſſmiſſa, | 
| Roſalinda, a Roman Lady, Miſtreſs 45 Mrs. Bowall, 
| . om 5 F 
| Rezambe, 9 Maids of Honour, and Con- Nee ee ng 
| Merna, fidents of Sophonizba. 
Aslave, Mrs. N. 


Cumana, $ Pretty of e. 4 Mrs. + 


| Arrendants. | 
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Hannibals Overthrow. 
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5 
— . 


ACT TL SCN 


Euter Hannibal Maherbal, Bomilcar, 9 1 
Attendants. 


W 
HANNIB ATI. 225 1 


Onqueſt with Laurels has our ail aden d. 
And Rome in Tears of Blood ous Anger 
mourn d. 


F 


”— Like Gods we paſs therugged Mine Hill 
92J, Melted our way, and drove our there: 


Wheels 
Through cloudy Deluges, eternal Rills. Es = 
What After-ages ſhall with pain billed; 1 gh | 
Through burning Quarries did our Paſſage cleave; . 
Hurl'd dreadful Fire and Vinegar infus d. 1 
Whoſe korrid Force the Nerves of Flints unloos d: N oi 
Made Nature ſtart to ſee us root up Rocks, ANNE. 
And * all the Adamantine Locks; 1 
#7 Shake 


| Shake off her maſſy Bars, o'er Mountains go, 


In Anus foggy 


10 | $Sormontsna:. O 


h Globes ot Ice, and Flakes of ſolid Snow. 
On our laſt Elephant, while we did ſleep, 
Fens and Marſhes. deep, 3 
One Night we loſt, for Carthage underwrent 
Wars tedious Toils, our Blood and Spirits ſpent, 7 
And all the Stock of Health which bounteous Nature lent. 
Mah. But what Return has that flow City made? 
Admir'd by Foes, you were by Friends betray'd. 
While you abroad fam'd Battels bravely fought, 
The Traitor Hanno your Deſtruction ſought: 
No Succours were for your Aſſiſtance meant; 
For ſtil! to Rome Intelligence was ſent, 
That did the Currhaginians Strength declare, . . 
Which way they paſgd, and what their Numbers were. 
Bom. By his Deſign your Brother's Death was Lame 
When he apart from you with Nero fought. 
Too well that barbarous Stateſman Hanns knew, 


If Gallant Aſarubal ſhould: join with you, 


The Romans could no hope of Safety have; 
No Power on Earth could their loft Empire fave: 
With wicked Policy he therefore try'd 
Your two all-conqucring Armies to divide. Rt 
How: fatally did his curs'd Plots ſucceed ? 3 7 
When with your Brother all his Troops did bleed. 
Han. Great Stateſmen Kings ſhould watch, while they 
-employ ; 7 
Leſt, what they build, thoſe underhand deſtroy. 
Nor has his ſeparating Chiefs been known 
Only on Land, but on the Ocean ſhowa: | 
Where Fleets divided, by cloſe practis d Arts, 
Have melted Women's Eyes, and.Soldier's Hearts. b 
Bom. Now all the Fiends thoſe Traitors drag to Hel, 
Who for Revenge, or Gold, their Country fell. 
Han. How wou d the Slaves have quak d, bathe but fn 
"The Fe of Trebid, or of 2 nen. 


* 
. 


4 3 
8 1 


, 


Or dreadtul Canna? 


The Blood of ſeventy thouſand Soldiers ſpild. 
And great Æmilius, Death our Conqueſt ſwell'd. 


Dull Counſellours, who only talk of Harm, 


Into their thirſty Throats the ſcalding Ore. 
Their towring Pride to Deſolation turn. 
| May ſulphurous Flames their gorged Vitals choak. 


Spite of my Wrongs, ſhe-is ny Country ſtill: 


Ha NNIBAHL 's 1 If 


Where the dire Siſters bit che 3 Roman Toba” | 
As if their Hands were tir'd with cutting Doan, ; 
Bom. Where fourſcore valiant Senators were killd, 2 


Han. When, all with Crimſon Slaughter cover'd Ger, 
We urg d our Horſes through a Flood of Gore; 
Whilſt from the Battlements of Heay'n's high Wall 
Each God look d down, and ſhook his awful Head. 


Mourning to ſee ſo many thouſands fall, 


And then look'd pale, to ſee us look fo red. 
Mah. That was a Time worthy ſeyereſt Fate, 
When Victory on Hills of Heroes fat, - 


w 
= 
: A 
1 
* 


And turn'd her Eyes, all blood-ſhot, on the fraß IR 
And laugh'd, and clap d her Wings, and bleſs'd the Day. 


Han. And are we thus at laſt rewarded then? agg 
Dare they review our Dangers with Diſdain?  __ _.. 


Sleep till high Noon, to coſtly Banquets ſwarm, # 8 | 


And with rich Wines drink their cold Spirits warm. 
Inſtead of fighting Scipio, let us haſte, + , . 1 
Set fire to Carthage, lay her Glories waſte; 
Melr all their hoarded Treaſures down, .and pout 


Bom. Go on, Great Sir; their truſty Coffers burn, . 

Mah. How I ſhould laugh to fee their Ermines ſmoak! 

Han. Maherbal, ſtay; tho Carthage us d me * 8 85 = 
My Father, the great Maſter of our Arms, ́ 


(Who, while he gave me Life, heard loud FR 
tos. me Rome's Foe, when in my Age's Bud, 


ean d me from Milk, and Bauer me up in Blood, | 
49 * me to be obſtinately good; 


* * 


Roms, 


— 


On, 


Rome, the World's Giant Empreſs, to invade, =» 5 


Sor NORIS 4 


12 


Till her bright Fame ſhould ſhrink into a SOR, 
And all her golden Spires in Duſt were laid. 
Bom. Carthage, and Rome, which did ſo Jong divide 


The troubrd World, to prop their weighty Pride, 


Will brook no more each other's mighty Sway, 
The Gods to this or that muſt give the D RY: | 
Since ſuch Majeſtick Power to both is given 
As each might take up all the Care of Heav p. 8 / 
Mah. Beſides the natural Hate to Rome you bear, ? 
With Scipio, Love obliges you to Wa r, N - 
Since Roſalinda is a Pris ner there. 
Heavens! ſhall he dare to keep your Love in Bands? ?. 
Han. O, my Maherbal! thou were always: kind, 
See 'ſt all my Good, but to my Ills art blind: _ - + 
Hot with their Joys, and ſtriding o'er the Dead, 
To Rome, to Rome, my Warrior ------ But, tis loſt; 
The Gods and Opportunity ride Poſt. - 
Melting at Capua I in Pleaſures lay; 
Mah, Grudge you the. World? Gor 1 ſuch Hearts 
ſubdue, 
But I am rough, and not for Woman made, 
In Nature's coarſeſt mould by Fortune laid. 
Take Scouts along, unſeen as Spirits, pry, 
And learn the Poſture of the Enemy. 
Where Roſalinda mourns for Liberty; 
Seek her as thou wou'dt Wreaths for Glories . 


Beauty, like hers, Swords, Hands, and Hearts commands. 
Had I by thy Advice my Soldiers led; 5 
That Hour, that did ſo many laſt Hours coſt ! ? 
And for a Miſtreſs gave the World away. 
Were I great Fove him ale; ra give wks too. 

Han. Haſte to the Roman Camp, Bomilcar fly, 
Learn, if thy Knowledge may fo happy be, 
As after Conqueſt thou wou ddt feck for Spoil. 


(Exe. 
The 


| N 5 


3 
"7 
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he's | 2 E NE draws, ovine? a pleaſe 


der ſitting Pon a Bank. Soft Muſick i is heard.” 


K. 120 Since Love, the brighteſt Jewel of a Crown, 
That fires Ambition, and adorns Renown; . OP 


That with ſweet Hopes does our. harſh Pains beguile, 3 


| What wretched things muſt Fame and Empire be! 


— 
— 


In myſtick Empire to be plac'd alone,; 


A ſtrong Temptation to do bravely ill; in We 


And midſt the Javelins make the Soldier mile; 
Since this great Trophy's loſt, quite loſt to me, 


Men. Vet once your Soul was of another ſtrain, 
And ftill you talk d how God-like twas to reigt, 


And your Cheeks burn'd when you beheld 2 


Even in your Nonage haughty were and bold, 
And ſmiling would your Father's Scepter hold, 


And talk d, when young, M you would Rule when old. 
K. Maſ. Ambition then I loy'd; but now. abhor 
Maſſ. What is Ambition, Sir? | 
R. Maſ. The Luſt of Power. 

Like Glory, Boy, it licences to kill : 


Bait to draw the Bold and Backward | . 
the dear bought Recompence of higheſt Sin 
For when to Death we make the Conquer d yield, 
What are we but the Murd'rers of the Field? © 

Men. In gallant Souls, Ambition is no more 
The Bawd of Empire, or the Luſt of Pow'r, : 

Than lawful Mirth is Lewdneſs in a Bride, 
Or Neatneſs, in a Veſtal Virgin, Pride. | 

K. Maſ. Then be it ſo; yet 1 will out no more, i 


Since Love has wrack'd me on che long d- for 1 | 


No, but I had a Soul cou'd Storms out-wear, 

Durſt againſt Rocks, or over Quick-fands ſteer. 

For Love, if Venus had like uno bid, 15 
I durſt as much as Cer Aide M5: ri IS 


Grotto; King Maſſiniſſa, Maſſina, and Menan- 


N 20 3 3 * 
- — * * E A 
2 « * "LOB. 
_ = 
7 * 
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14 8S8O HHO Ss BA: Or, 
But I am loſt; nothing, Maſſina, no r,; 
With Love's each Bat. 1 like a Bulruſh wards 
Am I not alter d much of kate? £951 \ 
You look like wither'd Flowers, or : Mountain Gras 
K. Maſ. O Sophonishx, h!!! 
Why Mi hs my Lord? | 
Speak, for 1 wil revenge you with my Sword. 
| What cruel Vulture's this that tears your Breaſt? 
Luke feſter d Woumnds, it takes away your Reſt.” 
| You will grow mad, I think; you watch all Night, 
And with your Groans the croaking Ravens fright. | 
Who is it that theſe killing Griefs has wrought, 
That bends your Brow, and turns you into Thought? 
EK. Maſ. My Sorrows load, alas! thou canſt not bene, 8 
Maſſ. Think you my Soul is capable of Fear? 
What is it for your Sake I cgud not bear? 
K. Maſ. Maſſma, thou arb All that 1 word have; 
There's nothing after thee, but a low Grave: 
Obdurate ſtubborn Heart, Mill wilt thou hold? 
Obſerve me, Boy : When thou ſhalt ſee me cold, 
Grown by my Death a longer Line of Woe, 
Pale as wrong'd Lovers Ghoſts, that ſigh below ; = x 
Then learn to curſe the Author of my Fate. 9 N 
Maſſ. What horrid things are theſe, which you relate? 
K. Maſ. Thee from thy Childhood I have train'd wirh 
Care, 
Tech' painful Diſcipline of tedious War: 
In Mountains bred thee, and on barren Sands, 
And led thee near the Sun, through high-parch'd _ 
| Show'd thee to chace wild Boars upon the Heath, 
And taught thy Infant Hands the Trade of Death. 
When I by Boccar hotly was purſu d. 5 
And forc'd to plunge into the rap Flood, 
Thou leap'dſt in after me. 
Maſſ. I did, my Lord. 


But you forgot the Whirl-pool in the Ford: 


* 


Wherl . 


But thoſe like Cynthia's ſilver Creſcent, bright. 


HanN1BAL's Overthrow. 17 
Where when I ſtrupggl'd, and my Strength grew ſlack, = 
You daſh'd my Fate, and bore me on your Back: N 
So through the Helleſpont Europa rode, 

Half dead with Fear, though mounted on a God. 

K. Maſ. But, my Maſfſma, — na} 
More creadful than all thoſe we puſ'd bee: - 26-264 
Vile Women. | 

Maſſ. Women, Sir, 1 oft have ten C34 21 
Dancing with Timbrels on the Flowry Green, 


Or like ſmall Clouds upon the Mountains Brow: 


But never thought they Thunder bore till-now.._ 
I know they are all black, have rowyling Eyes, 


Thick Lips, flat Noſes, Breafts of mighty fine. 


K. Maſ. Thou never yet in ſhining: Cours ban best 
Nor the fair Part of Womankind haſt ſeen, 
Who cloſe in Aﬀrick Palaces relide, | 


To whom compar, theſe ſeern all — Nights. | 


Maſſ. Is it a Sin to be acquainted, Sir, 


With thoſe white Maids, that we > fine and fir? 


K. Maſ. Shun em, Maſſa, as thou woud'ſt thy Fate 
As things which by Antipathy we- hate, | 4 IP! | 
Not all the Horrors of a bloody War. 8 

Not Lyons, Tygers, ſuch hid Fury bear: 3 fs! 
Thoſe appear Monſters, but theſe ſeem all mild: 

None ever yet deſtroy d, but ſtill ſhe {mil'd. 

They are all Grief, when they appear all Joy; 


Like Lightning, while they glitter, 1 es deſtroy. Ai 


Lie down, {ſweet Youth. A fair white Woman ws 
Of what thou ſeeſt me now, the cruel Cauſe; 5 
Though clear her Form appear d, without one . 1 
Bright as thoſe Bodies which o'er Darkneſs bn 
Her Soul is blacker than the Skin of Mt > 
For Fraud with Beauty does his Lodging take. 

Maſſ. Then Beauty's Breaſt is like a Bank of * 


Kk. Af. 


That * hides a foul and ugly Snake. 


8 SornoNnisBA: or, "7 


K. Maſ. There's not one ſafe, and fair: all 5 of Sin. 


Shoud'ſt thou be us d, alas! as I have been, 

*T'wou'd make thee gray; hear not my Story told. 
Maſ. Will Women, if they uſe me, make me old? 
K. Maſſ. 1 had a Miſtreſs once, ; 

For her I fought, and did her Cauſe maintain 

Againſt the World, upon the liſted Plain: 

The Gods too know with what obliging Smiles, 

And bluſhing Joy, ſhe prais d my mighty Toils: 

And when to kiſs her Hand I bended low, 

She made it meet my Lips, and preſt em too. 

All this in publick; but from Sight remov d, 

Fierce were our Joys, and with a looſe we loy'd. be 
Menan. You may remember, Sir, that I was by, 

Call'd as a Witneſs to the fecret Tye: | 


With rich Sabean Scents perfum'd the Air, 
And utter d facred Vows, and binding Prayer. 
K. Maſ. When you were gone, 
And none but I left with that charming Maid, 
What furious Fires did my hot Nerves invade ? 
With open Arms upon my Bliſs I ran, 
With Pangs I graſp'd her, like a dying Man: 
Like Light and Heat, incorporate we lay; 
We bleſt the Night, and curſt the coming Day. 
 Aafſ. Now as 1 love bright Arms, the Story's fine! 
Tell it all Night, my Lord, the Stars will ſhine. 
EK. Maf. Soon as the Birds did on the Morning call, 
Her brighter Eyes a ſhow'r of Tears let fall: 
Which in my panting Boſom trickVd down, SET I 
She preſt me cloſe, and cry d, Muſt you be gone? 
Then round my Neck her ſnowy Arms did wine, 8 


Thrice we invok d the God of Marriage there, | 5 


She ſigh'd; But will you be for ever mine? | 
Will you be true? — and then our Lips did lan. | 
Maſſ. Kind, prety Heart. | 
K. M/. Her laſt Words were, Ve 


Mi A ,d 3. = 75 
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Hear me, ye Gods! may I be never bleſt, oo 8 
If Maſſmiſa be not to this Breaſt, _ n F 

The ſweeteſt, deareſt, everlaſting Gueſt, _ 3 

Yet ſhe, this fair, this ſoft deluding She, 

Forgetting all her Vows, forgetting . 
While I for Carthage followd Wars Alarms, 

Reſign'd her ſelf up to another's Arms. 


| Enter Lelius and Varro. 


Tel. At lkngth he's found: Riſe, Maſſmiſſa, rife; 
Shake off theſe Clouds that hang about your Eyes: 
Glory's in view, and courts us with her call, 
| New Storms of War like Hail around us fal. 

Var. Fury, that fat at home, on maſſie Shields, 

I Now heaves em up, and ranges through the Vids; 
With all her hundred Whips of Wire ſhe-comes, 
And drives deſpairing Monarchs to their Tombs. 

Lel. Syphax and Aſurubal their Forces joyn, 

With Arms the Mountains and the Vallies many: 5 
Ha! what unwonted Charm your Soul cane 5 | 
Is your high Blood congeal'd within your” Veins, | 

That from the duſty Field you thus retire, ' 

And ſeek cool Shades, — all the World's on Fires | 
Var. Kings caſt their Silks, and Armour make their eben 


„ *Kead of Lutes, ſhrill Trumpets charm the Globe; 
Vet you from this great Race of Honour run 
IJ Wave fa ling Palms, and courting Laurels ſhun: | ' 
Why ſhou'd you Sophimicba's'Lofs bemoaanm 

When Syphax, who enjoys her, "cries, ' Come on? 
K. Maſ. Ha! That the baſe Uſurper did but dare 
Meet me alone, without his Crowds of War! 

Lel. If you die here fo ſilently, you'll fal! 
s if Fate knew not of your Funeral: | 
And cens'ring Fame will ſay, when you are gone. 

is Thread of Life was by a Woman ſpun, 
ut, Varro, we miſtake; this is not he, „ 
his is ſome Porer on Moralitj; "ww 


18 SorHOoN IAA. or, 1 


Some ſtudious Youth, who does the Heav' ns _ | 
And in dull Science fools his Life away. 


K. Maſ. Awake! Where haſt thou 4 3 * dow: Soul, 
| In Lethe ſteep'd, of freezing near the Pole? Rs 
I feel her now my benumb'd Limbs inſpire, . 4 
My Spirits ſhoot, and dart, and mount up ihe, Tar” < 
Like Sparks that ſcatter from a kindling Fire: 
The Plots of Love inglorious are and dark, 
Blindly he aims, and Night is all his Mark: 
Like Day II dart him through and through, I will: 
To cure my Houour, I my Love will kill; 
Kill her my ſelf, cut piece meal all her Charms. 
War; how it pugds! away, to Arms, to Arms! ä 
Let's go where the. illuſtrious Scipio calls; 1 
Il be the firſt ſhall ſcale proud Carthage Walls? 
Wing d with aur Glory, come, my W let's fly, 
To conquer bravely, or as bravely die. 
Lel. Spoke like your ſelf; thus we our Homage pay > 
So look'd Achilles when Trey loſt the Day. 
Var Fierce and majeſtick as young Mars. you and 
'Tis fit that Look this -Ghest dead command. wy 
K. Maſ. As Lovers, big with Expectation, b 
My Soul to Battel does all fiery turn: 
Swift as the Gods, in haſte in the Wind, 
And leaves the Courſers of the Day e * 
Yet ſtay; methinks I am uneaſie ſill: rt: 3 F 
What real. Pleaſure can it be to kill? 
Lel. Frail Prince! how wavering all his ARtions * 
By Paſſions toſe d in Love's ren Sea? 
War fires the Bray ee N 
K. Maſ Yet War contracts u Guilt; 5 1 
And the Brave grieve when many Lives are ſpik: 
Love like a Monarch, merciful and young, 
Shedding ne Blood, effeminates the ſtrong ; 
But War does like a Tyrant vex us more. 
And breaks thoſe Hearts which Love * melt before. 
"TEL | b | [Exeny 
| Ado ; AC 


2% - 
. p 8 
* 3 

* * * — 


9 | Fe ek $0 
. : | | p 
HANN1Bal's Overthrow. 


Enter akte, x. W e Mes W ; To | 


i Vero. 7 
8 e110. prone erg 1 
Fax 2 of Hwmmibal, have, hay ved, 
Tel. Yiu Wil Ay wes Sed F018 "hots 


I hear, my galant Friend, — bery | 
- That you the Chains of Spſrenizba Wer; 
« 3 la Glory's Sehvo| you had the foremoſt Name, 
; S$killd in the dark myſterious Book: of Fame; 
5 Did thoſe vvorn Characters with A 
Lo a Which told the Stories of the mighty Dead: 
” has + by this Act of Softneſs you will drorn 


E e 
$4 - + * 


oſe noble Parts, and forfeit your Rauen * 
Truant to all the Honour that you. had, | 
Drunk with Love's Tears, with Smiles of Beauty ad | 
K. Maſ. I ſtrove, Sir, by N 
1 taught, 
3 To drive this Beauty from my labring Thought A 
But I as well to Heaven might carry Wars, 
"A | And quench the Influence of our croſſer Stars: | 
Like thoſe wich fatal Fires ſhe gilds my Ways * 
Seip. Then I — grow, — 
And Corroſives apply, where Cordials fail 
To me prove civil; for your ſelf be vviſe; 
You have my Friendſhip, therefore I adviſe. * 
K. Maſ. Mean you, "oy Lord, not — lover 5 


3 Sip. As ſhe's the Foe of Rome, L NIE 
L Exen | | 
AC 


' 
433 12s 


Not as you, more than King, ' Rome's Conſul are, 
The far-fam'd Scipio, and God of War. 


20 © SopnoNIsBAt Or, 
All Treaties with her: ſhake her off in time, 


Or againſt Honour you commit a Crime. 

K. Maſ. And wou'd you have me live? 
Scip. When ſhe'is dead. 5 
Why ſhou'd you with her Life, * bas * 9 


Both you and Rome? Syphax, whom I had wrought, 


Her cunning Tongue to ſide with Carthage brought: 


By Heaven I ſwear, if ſhe my Captive be, 


T'll uſe her as the Romaxs Enemy. 


 K. Maſ. You'd have me ſhake her off and live; I'd 
Whether this Fleſh you wear you can forego, [know 
And beyhe fame. Here, through my Boſom run 


Your Sword; and when the bloody Deed is done, 
When your Steel ſmoaks with my Heart's mig Gore, 


Bid me be well as cer I was before. 


Scip. You are reſolv'd, it ſeems, to croſs my Wil: 
But from a Friend I'll conftrue nothing ill. 


K. Maſ. O then endure yet more, and let me ſpeak: 
Without ſome Vent, my lab'ring Heart will break: 


*Tis as a Friend, your Life, your Life I ſpare; = 11 


Can any Man that's brave, 8385 
His Miſtreſs' Injuries with Patiench beer? 
Let any other in your Cauſe appear, 


And juſtifie the Words that you have ſaid; 


By the immortal mo, I'll ſtrike him dead. 


| ; As the King moves forward, Le- 
Tel. My Lord. lius Jays his Hand on his Sword, 
Scip. Vour gen rous Temper, Lelius, hold; 


He ſhall be hotter yet, to be more cold: 


My Virtue all the Storms of Paſſion knows, 


Has try'd its Calms, its wond'rous Ebbs and Flows. 


Since a Requeſt ſo ſmall you can deny, 


- From ere Proofs how wou'd ow Friendſhip fly? 


K. . 
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K. Maſ. Try me, my Lord, but any other Way. 

Heav*n's! with what readineſs would I obey! | 

While Blood kind Warmth does to theſe Limbs afford, ö 
While I can ſhake a Spear, or wield a Sword, | 2 

You ſhall be ever Maſmiſa's Lord. 

Go oa, and wander the wide Ocean er, 

Go fail to ſome unhoſpitable Shore, 

Where dreadful Monſters guard the horrid Land; 

Though down to Hell I fink, at your Command 

I'll throw my Body on the untry'd Sand. : 

Wou'd you have all the Carthaginians ſlain, * 

Or ſee their Cities levebd with the Plain? | 

With chearful Toil the Buſineſs ſhall be done, 


| Give me but Sophonisba for my Crown. 


Scip. To conquer Enemies abroad's no more 
Than every Tribune here has done before; | 
Search ail the Army through, and find that one, 
Who, if I bid, the Force of Fire dares ſhun, „ 8 
Dor will not from a Precipice leap down: 


At my Command, Lelius, wou 'd you refuſe 
To dye? 


Lel. My Fate for Empire rd not loſe; 
At thy Command, Temples and Shrines ſhou'd hike) 5 


I'd ſpoil their Gods, their Statues, Altars raze, 1 


And with my Fury make em dread thee more, 
Than I fear them when all their Thunders roar. 


Scip. To conquer Kingdoms, and on Scepters tread, : 
Is but to imitate great Heroes dead: 


Shou'd you your Arms to the World's s Limits bear, 


The mighty Alexander pierc'd as far: 


But if ungovern'd Paſſion you can bind, | 
And quench th' inglorious Ardour of your Mind, 
Your Fame ſhall with that haughty Victor's vie, 
Which all the Eaſtern Beauties cou'd defie : Fo | 
If ſtill you are refoly'd her Charms to truſt, e 
The World may truly term you raſh, unjuſt; 5 


And when you periſh, * _ dy'd for Luſt, 


Pr e Ae EIN ar ² QQ 
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K. Maſ. You tax me, Sir, with Crimes I do not know; 
But urge me not too far; for I may grow 7 
Beyond all Limits, juſt Revenge purſue, 

_ blinded by my Rage, let fly at you. 
Scip. Unhand him———by the Gods your work I dare: & 
A ſingle Arm Rome's Conſul cannot fear: 5 
I ſhine above thee like a Star fix d higher, 
—_ though you cannot reach, you may admire. 

K. Maſs, Like Meteors rather you falſe Glory take, 
Whoſe ſhort-liv'd Blaze, low earthy Vapours make: 
Yet, ſime with fancy'd Fires you fill the Sky, _ 

Shall not one Prince at your 5140 Aſpect AY 
Scip. How have I err'd? Your Tryal's at an end; 

Heav'n! That I eier ſhould call this Man my Friend! 
How could my Soul ſo groſly be o erſeen? 

i From all Mankind wert thou ſelected then? 

O0 moſt ungrate! ill-temper'd, barb'rous King! 

8 No good did ever from this 4frick ſpring. on 

7 Did I for this each Roman Friendſhip ſhun, + 

0 And to thoſe Gyage Arms for Refuge run ? | 

When with the weighty Cares of War oppreft, 

Lean'd all my Troubles on that ſullen Breaſt; 

Took no Petition, granted no Command,. 
But what was given by Maſſziſa's Hand? 
What Triumphs did I ever yet delign, 

Wherein your Glory might not equal ſhine? 

Yet for a Woman, and a falſe one too, 

Your Fame, your Faith, and Friendſhip you . 

Still let the Great of Favourites beware; 

They moſt deceive us, who molt truſted are. 

The Conſul turns away. 
K. Maſ. Stay, C Conſul, ſtay, my Friend, my noble Lord; 

Cou'd you then caſt me off for one raſh owt. 7 

Forſake me ever? O you never loy'd 

Your Maſſiniſſa, who cou d be thus ard. . 

Go, if you pleaſe, leave this ungrateful * 

This ſavage, barb'rous, incigetd * 
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What 


-HANNIBAL's een ti” us 
hate er my Paſſion did, ſhou'd pardon d be, 
or, I confeſs, you are a God to me. 
et it had been more friendly and more kind, - 
ot to have met the Tempeſt of my Mind. 
Scip. But was it poſlible, in this our Scrife, 
Frhat Maſſiniſſa ſhou'd attempt my Life? (Hands, 
K. Maſ. Pronounce my Death, cut off theſe + curſed 
Send me to Sphax, bound with ſhameful Bandes 
That I may all the ſubtleſt Torments bear, 
\nd after Death no more Reproaches hear. 
Scip. By this Return of Virtue, I am made | 
or ever yours Say, do I naw nn 
re theſe Reprosches? 
K. Maſ. O ye Powers, look down, 
Find hear me {wear by your eternal Throne, b £1 tek 
hatever this your Likeneſs ſhall command, 
Though Sophonizba from my trembling Hand. 8 
will obey : ------ or curſe me where I ſtana. 
Scip, As your firſt Tryal, ſtrait >: Gr £42. 245 
ind perjur'd Syphax at his Gates defie, 
Dur Troops muſt conquer when led on by you: 
hiefly his Wife endeavour to ſubdue; 
hoſe ſubtile working Wit wrought all this Care, 
Find with her beauteous Grief renew'd the War. 
K. Ma. This Youth, my Kinſman, as a Pledge leave: 
y all, the Darling of my Soul receive. 
$ 1 in War ſhall falſe or faithful be, 
> may juſt Heav'n do both to him and me. | 
Maſſ. Ah! if I am that Darling of your Heart, 
ow can you leave me thus forlorn behind? : 
ake me along, or I ſhall think *rwas Art 
hat made you ſcem ſo pitiful and kind. 


K. Maſ. Now all the Gods thy precious Life 4b 
omething that's fatal ſure theſe Ten n 3 : 


was not us d to weep. 


CY 


1 


Sip, 


And in a Mme roll his Glories down. 
[Ex. Manet Maſſina ſolu 


As if my Soul did not out-go my Years. 


And ſend me with a ne — there? 


Such Agues in my Blood, | and Fevers too. 


7 
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Scip. Nor muſt not now. | 
At your Requeſt, we will to Zama go 


From hence to Bagrada our Forces draw; 


To try our Strength with deſperate Hannibal, 
And keep that famous Conqueror in awe, 
That talk d of giving Laws i th' Capitol. 
K. Maſ. My Blood boils in my Veins, and catches Fire 
Such Words, ſuch Courage, would the Dead inſpire: 
Yes, we will fight, my Lord, with Hannibal, 
To bloody count his boaſted Valour call. 


Seip. Like ſome vaſt ill- built Tower, ſo high he vin 


His marble Front nods with each Blaſt that blows, 
K. Maſ. Our Agms like Thunder levell'd at his Crown, } 
Shall all at once, hurPd by our Rage, ruſh on, 


 Maſſ. Was ever Youth unfortunate as 1? / 
But I will be reveng'd on him, and die. 
Perhaps to loſe me in the Wars he fears, 


Enter Roſalinda. 


Rof. Pve-ſcap'd with much ado the Tribune's Hands; 
But tis the Conſul who muſt break my Bands, 5. 


What are you? 

Maſſ. Firſt inſtruct me what you are, 
And how you came to be thus Heavenly fair; 
What is it makes your Cheeks ſo freſh and bright? 
The red of Roſes, or the Lillies white? 

Roſ. Were you neer thus before? 

Maf]. I never knew 
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 Maf. You cannot, if you wou'd; 
You may as eafily forgoe your Blood: 
Like that, Til bluſhing creep about you ſtill, 
And my fick Though's with filent Pleaſures fill, 
RJ. What is't you'd have? 
Mafſ. Alas! I do not know; 
ire Something there is which Nature will not ſhow : 
| Whene'er you ſpeak, as at melodious Strains, 
There's ſomething purls and trickles through my Veins; | 
Like Quick-filver it. moves, fo cold and faſt; 
Then my Eyes twinkle as they'd look their laſt. 
Rof. It ſhews like Love; but in its Birth deſtroy 
A Pailion which ſcarce Pity can enjoy. 
Maſſ. Perhaps you think me born of common Race; 
But Royal Blood does my high Lineage grace: 
Ah! do not then put out this harmleſs Flame, 
7 Since from your Eyes the tingling Torment came. 
R/. In vain your Paſſien's Ardour you alledge, 
The Fort's impregnable, break up your Siege; 
No Force, nor Art can the leaſt Out-work win, 8 
There's one for you too mighty enter d in: 
The haughtieſt, braveſt, foremoſt Man on Earth, 
| Who from the Blood of Gods derives his Birth. 
ads; Maſſ. To his immortal Kindred leave him then; 
* ou may be better plac d with Blood of Men. 
e? Beſides, who knows but his Divinity, 
As Gods will ſometimes very froward be, 
May chance take pet as you in Love engage, 
And Thunder you to pieces in his Rage? 
Re. *Tis true, in War moſt dreadful he appears, 
All Cruel, Glorious; Dangers thick he wears: 
Not to amuſe you, when you have nam d all 
That's Great and Lovely, think on Hannibal. 
Maſſ. Is't poſſible! 
I In Age can Beauty ought that's lovely ſpy? 
10 Can Dreamsof Glory Waking Youth ſupply? 
3 


Boſ: 
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Roſ. Tho” his Blood moy'd like freezing Currents flow, 
Were his Head whiter than the Alpine Snow, - 8 
My Youth his Age, into one Piece ſhould grow. 

Maſſ. All you have ſaid, I know in jeſt was ſpoke; 
What ſhould you do with ſuch a fapleſs Oak? 
When a young pleaſant Vine ſo near you ſtands, 
And bows with all his Cluſters to your Hands. 
Re. Honour to Youth and Beauty I prefer, 
I'm for the beſt and braveſt Man in War; 
And ſince the World knows none ſo great as he, 

| None elſe ſhall Lord of my Affection be: 

6 / In ſhorter Joys let other Maids delight, 

ö Thoſe Tranſitory Pleaſures of a Night; 

But I more laſting Happineſs deſign: 
In my Illuſtrious Warriour's Heart to ſhine, 
And have my Name on his high Tomb engrav d, 
This, this is ſhe who Hannibal enſlav d. 
May. Though I no dawn of Comfort can 3 
Yet in this hopeleſs Love I will engage, 
And every Thought of Royalty caſt by, 
Through all the World attend you as your Page: 
For all my Pains I will not beg one Kiſs, 
That were to wrong your mighty Man of War; 
Give a kind Look, and I will prize the Bliſs 7 * 
9 thoſe Hopes which the Ambitious bear. 
Since then you are reſolv'd a while to wait, 
Fr 8 firſt Task, ſhew me the Conſul firaight: 
My Beauty like a Comet ſhall ariſe 
That Temperate Lord of Nations to ſurprize, c 
I'll Thunder in his Ears, and Lighten in his Eyes. Exeunt. 
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SCENE The Carthaginian Camp.” 


Hannibal is di fcoverd | in his Tent, ferring at 4 Table 
| with Lights, 


Han. How great's the Care; the Toĩl and * Pain, 
hat raeks a General's Breaſt, and breaks his Brain! 
r,us a hundred Lights had, I but one, 
et all the Day tis buſie as the Sun; 
d all the Night tis watchful as the Moon. 
hen ſhall I ſleep, from Noiſe and Buſineſs freed? 
is huſh'd, but Beauty Buſineſs does ſucceed: | 
= which Fove cou d draw from Heay'ns high Tower; 
ben Nymphs in Groves his Godhead ſtoop'd tadore, 
> much he lov'd Delight, above Almighty Power: 8 
his deep Blood the ſoft Contagion ran, 
aining his Son, that vaſt Immortal Man, 
e Great Alcides; who a Diſtaff made 
f that huge Club, which Nations could invade; 
'ou'd in his Miſtreſs? Glaſs kind Looks deviſe, ; 
:ſſening the Glories of his God-like Eyes, £ 
d tun'd his mighty Voice to tender Cries. 
nce Gods themſelves, and God-like Men, have lov'd, 
ſhould not I with Beauty's Charms be mov'd? 
e higheſt Power has Love's blind Mazes trod; 
en Hannibal love on, and imitate a God, 


Enter Bomilcar. 


milcar here? So ſuddenly return d? 

du look as if your Journey you had mourn'd. 

Bom, My Lord, we were diſcover d. | 

Han. Ha! how then? 
as your loſt Freedom given you agen ? 

Bom. The gen'rous Conſul knowi ng who we were, 
pmmanded us to diſſipate our Fear: 


B 2 | Then 
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Then to his Officers gave ftrict Command, 
To let us take a view of every Band; 
But ſuch brave Men, and ſuch ſtrict Diſcipline! 


Han. You ſpeak, Bomilcar, as you knew not mine. 
Bom. My Lord your Pardon, if I fay, theſe Eyes 


'Ne'er yet beheld ſuch gallant Enemies. 


When we had ſeen what might leſs Spirits damp, 


He generouſly diſmiſs d us from the Camp. 
Han. This Civil Brav'ry has oblig'd me ſo, 
J ſhall to Baitel with half Fury go; 


Doubts enter here, which yet my Breaſt ne'er felt: 
Doubts beget Fears, and Fears my Courage melt. 


But of my Love, Coulin, you nothing ſaid; 
Is ſhe alive? how I that Anſwer dread! 
Or is it poſſible ſhe can be dead? 


Bom. Though in the Search our utmoſt Wit eſſay'd, 


We nought coud hear of that Illuſtrious Maid. 


Han. Perhaps his Heart, for Temp'rance ſo renown! 
From her all-conquering Eyes might take a Wound, 
And now he keeps her cloſe: which ſhould he dare, 


Wich Fire and Sword we'll carry on the War. 
Ves, we will inſtantly our Bodies joyn; | 
Thie World's at ſtake, let it be his or mine, 


Bm. Throw boldly at the Sum the Gods have {t/ 


A hundred thouſand Lives at once are met 
That on your {ide will all their Fortunes bet, 


Enter Maherbal. 


Mah. Come forth, my Lord, haſte from your Tent, be 
Sight: that may chill the fiery, daunt the bold; _ 
Shriil Trumpets eccho through the Arch of Heaven, 


Battles proclaim'd, and bloody Signals given: 
Two Suns their gaudy Chariots Curtains furl, 


And at each other brandiſh'd Lightning hurl; 
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ed Bolts ruſh flaming through a bloody Sky, 27 
Founding the Air, vaſt pointed Splinters fl, + 
mortal Spuits drop down, and ſeem to die; 

Hoſt of Heavenly Warriours bright and gay, 

Pointed ſtand, and ready for the Fray: HA 
golden Arms their ſhining Chiefs appear, | 8 


c, 


jelmets and Shields of Diamonds they wear, 

od Spears, with Stars of value ſet, they bear. 

Han. The end of all things ſure is drawing nigh. 

Mah. Through the void Place ſwift Darts obliquely iy; 
ack ſwarthy Demons hold a hollow Cloud; 

and with long Thunder-bolts they Drum aloud; 
Their Trumpets all with Sun-beams are inlay d, 
Vhere dreadful Sounds by fiery Breath are made; 

lount ins are buried in the Womb of Earth, 
\ Grave they find where firit they had their Birtà; 

ur Houſhold Gods ſweat as they ſtand, and all 

our Garlands from their Temples untouch'd fall. 
A Wolf but now, his Jaws all bloodied o're, 
and by his fide a favage foaming Boar, 
our Out-guards fac'd, and Slaughter there began; 
Nor ſtop'd they, but through all the Army ran; 
Till fatiated with Blood, the Monſters fled, 
Vaniſh'd from Sight, and in dark Foreſts hid. 

Han. Lead to the Place from whence we may deſcry; 
Theſe dreadful Prodigies that fill the Sky. | 
Command our Prieſts a Sacrifice prepare, 
T' appeaſe the angry Demons of the Air, [ Exentt7- 


And Earth ſhall thunder back upon the Sky. [ Exent 
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The SCENE dran, diſcovers a 1 
Blood, two Suns, Spirits in Battel, Arrows i 
20 and fro in the Air: Gries of yielding Perſon 
&c. Cries of Carthage # 75 fallen, Carthage, Sc 


| Re-enter Hantubal ed Bomilcar. 


Han. What mean the Gods by theſe phantaſtick Form 
And unprovok'd, why do they Fai ſuch Storms? 
Mah. When dreadfal Prodigies like theſe , 


The ſure Deſtruction of ſome State is near. 


Our General's mov'd, his angry Looks dart Fire, ; 
And noble Rage does his griev'd Soul inſpire. 
Han. Can this be true? Anſwer, ye Powers divine; 


Shall in our Death the Roman Glory thine ? 


Has Fate our Ruin fix'd? Is it decreed, _ 
That Carthage fall, and Hannibal mult bleed? 
Yet with unſhaken Souls our Doom we'll wait, 


And periſh bravely, though unfortunate: 


Yes, ye malicious Powers, this Hannibal, 
Whom you. untimely to Deſtruction call, 1 
Still what he was, ſhall like a Soldier fall. MF } 
Let Hanno ſhiver in the Arms of Death; | | 
But loud Reports ſhall wait our parting Breath : 

We'll drown the talking Gods with our laſt Cry, 


KCy 
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ACT II. SCENE L 
' A © Roman Camp. 


"_ Enter Scipio, Lelius, 4trendants, Varro, Guard. 


8 1210. 5 


Is ſtrang e that we no News from Cirta hear; 
No Sol ier thence? | 
5 Lel. None, Sir, does yet appe 
Seip. Twere fit ſome Tribune with our Horſe ſhould go, 
And the Intents of Maſiniſſa know. 


Enter Roſalinda, and Maſſina. 


| And auguſt Garb, you ſhould the Conſul be: 
If ſuch you are, I charge you ſet me free. 
Scip. Your ſtrict Commands are told in ſuch a way, 
The Conſul doubts whether he ſhould obey; _ 
Nor know I, fair One, what, or whoſe you are, 
Wronefully held, or Priſoner of War. 
Roſ. By right or wrong, when Beauty pleads like mine, 
Tis fit you ſtraight my Liberty enjoyn; 
To keep me here againſt my Will is wrong, 
Since I to Hannibal the Great belong: 
Dow you detain what's his? 
Scip. We all things dare, | 
But would not willingly offend the Fair; 
None ſhall preſume your Freedom to. deny, 
C1 wich the Gift we may your Friendſhip buy. 


B 4 Ref. 


Roſ. Where is the General ? By your Maj Wah 8 
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Rof, My Friendſhip? No; to Death I hate vou all, 
All that bear Arms againſt my Hannibal; f 
A Man fo great, I, though a Roman born, 

Can for his ſake, my Friends, my Country ſcorn ; 
Who drives the braveſt of you from the Field, 

As I in Cities make all Beauties yield. 

Rome! ſhe's not fit, though ſhe her Head' lay down, 
To be his Foot-ſtool, when he mounts a Throne. 

Scip. My yet unſhaken Soul, with Virtue bound, 

No force of War, or Love cou'd ever wound! 
But Mars and Cupid now at once appear, 
And ſtrike me with an Object fierce and fair. 
How her Eyes ſhine? what killing Fires they dart! 
And all within I feel the fatal Smart. 
Away with her, ſhe is a Sorcereſs, go. 
Maſſ. Stay, ſtay, my Lord, remember ſhe's Four Foes 
Beſides, I love her! and if ſhe depart, 
Or ſuffer any Wrong, twill break my Heart. 


By all thoſe Noble Promiſes you made, [| Kneels, 
When 4/drubal in Spain before you fled, 
And I your Priſoner was, you lov'd me then, v1 
With Gold and Jewels ſent me home again, 8 
And hung about my Neck a Diamond Chain. 


Scip. At your Requeſt, ſhe ſhall not go, but ſtay 
With me. 

Maſſ. With you? Diſpatch her, Sir, away. 
A Rival in my Love I cannot bear: e 
Love- toys, my Lord, below your Greatneſs are, 8 

They'll take you off the Buſineſs of the War. 

Scip. Though War uſurp the Day, Love claims the Night, 

At — we'll try this am'rous new Delight. 

Ves, you may try, but ne'er can pleaſe like me; 
8 Gill be dreaming, Sir, of Victory, 

Of ſtorming Forts, and digging Trenches deep, 

And call for Arms, and break your Miſtreſs' Sleep. 


Ref, 
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Wo The ſerious Trifles of your Love adjourn; 
For know, I view you both with equal Scorn. 
O mighty Hannibal! thou all Divine, 
This loyal Heart ſhall never be but thine. _ 
How little theſe, compar'd to thee ? how low ? 
Scip. Trophies as great, and Conqueſts we can ſhow, - 
Noble as thoſe which his fam'd Arms adorn, 
From as dire Dangers Victory hath torn. 
Ro/. *Tis true, ſome Glory you atchiev'd in Spain, 
And Carthaginia by Sur prize did gain; 
For your late Conqueſt poorly did conſpire, 1 
Pretending Peace, you ſet the Camp on Fire: | 82 
Yet you will loudly: talk of Reman Fame, = 
When all your Eagles Dove-like flew ſo tame: 
But Hannibal with Noiſe to War proceeds, 
Makes the World ſtart at his unequal'd Deeds; 
He like ſome rolling Whale, who as he laves, 
V'ith his bright Armory gilds all the Waves; 
Daſhes the frighted Nations from his ſide, 
That pale and foaming Furies far off ride, 
Oer all the watry Region does command, 
The Ocean's Lord, and Tyrant of the Land: 
While your tame Legions, like the ſmaller Fry, 
Glide filent on, and only twinkle by. 
Scip. Take her, Maſſina, bear her from my Tent, _ 


7 To Freedom, Chains, to Death, or Baniſhmeat: 


Bear her where I may never ſee her more. 

Maſſina leads 1 . 
Fhe's gone, and now I am as heretofore, 
My panting Heart with Thirſt of Glory burns; 
vame flies before, and beck'ning Fortune turns, | 
Bevers and Bucklers, Swords and maſſie Shields, oy 
And all the wonted Objects Fancy yields, 8 


| Biack Hills, and duſty Plains, and on Fields. 


3 
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Enter Maherbal. 


What art thou? *Tis the Conſul fpeaks. 
Mah, From Hannibal I come with you to treat, 
E'ei Fortune half the frighted World defeat: 
The Grace which for his Spies you did command, 
He thanks you for: But with his Sword in Hand; 
He who ne'er yet a Parley wiſh'd with Rome, 
Since War is to the dreadful upſhot come, 
Would hold Diſcourſe with you of the Earth's Doom 
Scip. Tis granted; where's the Place? 
Mah. On Zama's Plain, 
Attended only with five hundred Men; 
Soon as the Morn's firſt Bluſhes ſhall appear, 
Expect the Terrour of your Armies there. Exit. 
Sc⸗cip. Would it were done, the great Deciſion made; 
Rome crown d, and in the Duſt great Carthage laid. 


Enter Trebellius. | 
Feb. kann and all the Trophies Conqueſt yields, 
Colours and Standards, bought with Blood in Fields, 
King Maſſiniſſa does to Scipio ſend, 
His Godlike Maſter, and his Warlike Friend. 
Scip. Relate in brief the Progreſs of his Arms. 
Treb. Soon as King Syphax heard our dread Alarms, 
He ſent ſome Troops of Horſe abroad to ſcout, 
Which were by equal Numbers put to rout. 
 Urg'd with Deſpair, and by his charming Wife, | 
Whoſe Beauty has been fatal to his Life, 8 
He came in Perion forth to end the Strife. 
Our Battels join'd, and fiercely it was fought, 
Till to the lait Extreams our Troops were brought; 
When Maſſniſſa more than Man appear d, 0 


And with his overflowing Valour clear d 


Thoſe mighty Odds, which firſt our Soldiers fear d. 


Scip. 


HAN NI AL 5 Overthrow. IC. 


Seip. Some wondrous Act of Fortitude” was ſhown, 
Which could reſettle Troops half oyerthrown. 
Treb. Where- e er our General turn'd Death mark d his Look, 
And whom he ey'd, with his cold Arrow ſtrook; 
Like ſome vaſt Flame he made his glorious Way, 
And all about him Deſolation lay. 
Syphax, whoſe Name he made to Heav'n lad; 1 
With Cries of ecchoing Joys at laſt he found, 
Trembling, though with his Guards encompaſs d round; 
Swift as Revenge could dart, he on him flew, 
Whom from his Horſe wich his Hands force he drew, 
And pierc'd his Heart in both the Armies View: 
Which ſeen, with one Conſent the Soldiers fled, 
As if all Hopes were with their Monarch dead. 
it, Scip. Cirta ſhould after ſuch a Loſs, in courſe, 
Surrender to the Victor's dreaded Force. 
Treb. It did, Great Sir: To Maſſmija now 
The gravett Lords with willing Homage bow; 
Where, as I did amongſt the Foremoſt ride, 
Twas wiſh'd the Queen might prove the Victor's Bride. 
Scip. J rather wiſh thou cou dſt not Conqueſt boaſt, 
And that the King were with the Battel loſt. 
To Cirta, Lelius, inſtantly repair, 
And make that ſubtle Queen our Priſoner: 
+ If Maſiniſſa ſhould oppoſe you, ay, 
Tis my Command, who {wore you to obey. Exeuntz 


* 


Eurer Hannibal, Maherbal, and Bomilcar. 


Han. My Roſalinda freed, and in my Tent? 
But wherefore was that Stranger with her ſent? 
Thou hait a Tempeſt rais'd within my Mind; 
Speak, was this Youth ſo fair, and ſhe ſo kind? 
6 Bom. Your Roſalinda's Beauty did appear 


Bright as Noon-day ; all piercing, ſprightly clear: | 
Scip- | 


; 
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36 SOPHONISBA: Or, 
But he who led her ſeem'd fo ſoft and young,. 
As if that Pity handed Love along; 

And Tears his bluſhing Cheeks did fo adorn, 
Methought the Sun came uſher'd by the Morn. 

Han. Ceaſe thy unwelcome Praiſe; what did ſhe fay? 

Bom. That ſhe would there for your Appearance 7 
I bow'd and went, but being Curious grown, 

I ſtopp'd a. while, to mark that Fair Unknown: 
When ſhe- with languiſhing Intreaties faid, 

Is this your Love? ſhall I not be obey'd ? 

Be gone, be gone; if Hannibal ſhould come, 
And but ſuſpe&t, Death were a certain Doom. 

Han. Peace, Harbinger of Fate; with Ravens dwell, 
Thy Tale at Mid-night to the dying tell: 
Oh! it has pierc'd me like a poiſon'd Dart, 
Which by Degrees infects the Blood and Heart; 
And now it higher mounts, divides my Head, 
Where like a Plague its pointed Tortures turn ; 
My Brain ten thoufand various Venoms ſpread, 
Now Agues chill me, and now Fevers burn. 
Oh Ry/almda! falſe, ungrateful Maid, 

Am ] for loſs of Glory thus repaid? 
But let's away, to my Pavilion lead; 
That Raviſher of all my Hopes fhall bleed. 


Enter Roſilinda, and Maſſina: 


157 Why will you ſtay? if you did ever bn 

78 me conjure you, from this Place remove. 
Permit me as your menial Servant ſtay, 

* near your Perſon figh my Life oY 
Is that ſo much? 

Ro/. It cannot, muſt not be, 
That you ſhould idely ſpend your Hours with me: 
You, like the golden Planet of the Day, 
Should, as you riſe all n, fer al Gay; 
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A generous Pity does my Heart ſubdue, | 
Which bids you now eternally, adieu. 

Maſſ. Say, your Diſdain---- Alas! how can I cart? 
Methinks I go as if I had no Heart: 
But ſince you are reſolv'd it muſt be fo, | 
Near to ſome murmurieg Brook I'll lay me downz- 
Whoſe Waters, if they ſhould too ſhallow flow, 
My. Tears ſhall {well em up that I will drown. . 


Enter Hannibal, Bomilcar, Aſper.. 


Roſ. Maſſina, ſtay; I ſtrictly charge you live, 
Han. Not Heav'n, nor Earth can grant him a Reprieve, 
Since Hannibal has vow'd that he ſhall die: 
Bomilcar bind him, bind him inſtantly : 
Falſe Roſalimda !----- Bear him from my Sight, 
And ſhade his Beauties with eternal Night. 
Is it for this at laſt we meet again? 
Wou'd you had ſtill the Conſul's Captive been. 
Roſ. Oh Hannibal! can you reſiſt my Tears? 
What Change is this your ſtormy Temper wears? 
He ſhall not die, Bomilcar, Aſper, ſtay, 
Tis I command you; dare you diſobey? 
Han. Be gone, he dies who liftens to her Pray'r; 
pull off his Bracelets, let him Shackles wear, 
With Fetters fret his ſoft and ſupple Skin; 
r oo light a Penance for ſo foul a Sin. ¶ Maſſina is taken away. 
Rof. If Roſalinda yet has any part 
Left in that cruel, yet renowned Heart, 
This Stranger's Freedom inftantly enjoyn, 
And you ſhall ever be the Lord of mine. 
Han. How dar'ſt thou. plead for him, falſe as you are? 
Falſer, if poſſible, than thou art Fair: 
In his Behalf no Interceſſion make; 


tis Tormnents ſhall be doubled for thy Sake. 


Ng 
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Ro. Henceforth wrong d Innocence from Courts retreat, 

Thou beſt, but rare Companion of the Great: 
Since thus abus d, ah! viſit them no more, 
But reſt thy Sorrows at ſome Shepherd's Door. 
Han. Oh Guilt! canſt thou to Ianocence appeal, 
Who to this Youth ſuch Kindneſs did reveal? 

Roſ. If Pity Kindneſs be, I was moſt kind, 
Who all my Softneſs to his Griefs reſign d; 

And what but Marble Hearts could ſee him mourn, 
Yet ſo much Sweetneſs with ſuch Sorrows ſcorn? 

Han. Pity like yours that does fo ſwiftly move, 
Is the Fore-runner of approaching Love. 

Roſ. Unworthy of the Honour you poſſeſs: 

My Paſſion's great, wou'd I cou'd make it leſs: 
Know, molt unjuſt and jealous, therefore vain, 

For Jealouſie's great Weakneſs in great Men; 

My conſtant Soul did for thy Glory wave | 

The Rich, the Young, the Beautiful and Brave. 

My Charms the cold and temp'rate Conſul felt, 

Whilſt Beauties Beams did fiercely on him play: 

The Froit, which long had bound his Heart, did melt, 
And Love like Sun-ſhine thaw'd his Ice away. 

+ Han, Your Looks methinks have quite another Air; 
Nor doubt I but your Beauty has been try d, 

So faint Loves Colours in your Face appear, 

Like Silks that loſe their Gloſs by being dy'd. 

| Ref. That Scipio, nor this Prince, whom cruel you 
Have bound, cou'd nothing on my Heart prevail, 

Is as Heav'ns high Decree moſt juſtly true; 
And I am innocent, as thou art frail. 

Han. Alas! *twas Innocence to fay, Be gone, 
If Hannibal ſhou'd but ſuſpect, you're dead 

Ro. Compaſſion, for a Love I could not'own, 

Urg'd me to ſpeak: what you have heard, was Haid; 

Therefore releaſe him inſtantly from Bands, 
And yield him fafe into the Conſu's Hands, 
1 N Without 


at, 


hout 
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* 


Without Delays or Murm' rings free him ſtrait; 
Or may your Lawrels never more be green, 
Nor may your Arms in War be fortunate, 


Nor Roſalinda, but with Frowns be ſeen, 


Han. Stay, Madam-—- Haſte, the captive Prince unbind, 


My Heart to others rough, the Soldier's Crime, 


As Rocks to Seas, or ſtubborn Oaks to Wind, 
Shall bow to you, as thoſe muſt yield to Time: 
Forgive my Temper, harden'd with the Steel, 
In which I ſtood almoſt immortal Man, | 
*Till Love let fall a Blow, that made me reel, 
And pointed Beauty through my Armour ran; 
Can you forgive the Rudeneſs of my Mind? 
Ro. Foxegoe your Jealouſie, and I'll be kind, 


Enter Maſſina unbound. 


Han. May a raſh Man, wrong d Prince, your Pardon 
crave? 
Maſ. No, Sir, my Pardon you ſhall never have; 
For know I hate thee on a double Score, 
Much for thy Love, more for Tyrannick Pow'r: 
Princes who have like me diſhonour'd been, 
Should bluſh to be diſhonour'd ſo again. 
Fall, die, diſpatch, to Fortune's Malice. bow, 
Thy Royal Uncle would not own thee now. 
Life proffer'd with the World, I wou'd not take; 
Yet I could live for Ro/alinan's Sake: | 
Speak Hannibal, wilt thou thy Sbare reſign ? 
Fo. tHe may, but I can never part with mine, 
Maſ. How, never? : | 
Ro/. Never. | | 
Maſ. O unkind hard Heart! 
Love when he ſhot me, ſure miſtook his Dart, | 
Or chang'4 with Death, whole quick deſtroying Shaft 


Thus drinks my Blood, thus with a full deep Draught. 


[ Stabs himſelf. 
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40 * SopnoNISsBA: Or, 


Ref. Hold, cruel Prince; the Dagger from him wreſt. 


Han. Too late, alas! I drew it from his Breaſt. 
Ry/. What have you done? 
Maſ. Only my Body drain'd 
Of that ſick Blood, which Hannibal had ſtain'd: 
What leſs than Death could I to Honour give? 
And Love neglected charg'd me not to live. 
Now you may take him, take him to you all; 
This cruel, haughty, happy Hannibul. 
Han. The Bus'neſs of our Life's a ſenſeleſs Thing; 
Why burns th' ambitious Man to be a King? 
Or to what Purpoſe does the Warrior call 
For Arms? or Gown-men buſtle in the Hall? 


Sport for the Gods, they whirl us here and there, 


As Boys blow watry Bubbles in the Air. 
My Help! _. 
 Maſſ. Ah! let me not be touch'd by thee; 
If Foes may capable of Pity be. 
Your Roſalinda ſeize, and with her fly 
To golden Beds; embrace her faſt ; while * . 
Within my dark and duſty Dungeon lie. Dies. 
Han. Crowds of ill-boding Thoughts my y Soul diſmay. 
His Body to the Roman Camp convey, 
Hears'd in a mourning Chariot ſoftly tread, 
And look ſo fad that they may think you dead. 
[They bear off the a, 
Roſ. This your Suſpicion of my Honour Was: 
See the Effects, where Jelouſy's the Cauſe. 
Ah cruel Victor, I cou'd curſe thee now; 
Wiſh all thy Lawrels blaſted on thy Brow. 
Love ſickens with this Deed, my Tranſports fade, 
Would we were both in Farth's low Cavern laid, 
Curtain'd with ſhady Horrors, where the Sun 
And Stars their fiery Courſes never run, 
But al the Buſineſs of the World 1 is done. Ex. 


Han. 
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Han. Oh that my Heart her future State could find: 
Know to what Good or II! this Life's deſign d. 
Prudence againſt ſuch Knowledge may adviſe: 
Bur who of all Mankind was always wiſe? 
For the great Secret to the Gods PI] go; 
And if chey fail me, fathom for't below; 
Though hid by Fate under a thouſand Rocks, 
And drag it up by the dark jetty Locks. 
Let it as ghaſtly as a Gorgon come, 
Stiff with the View, I will out- gaze my Doom. 


SCENE rhe City of Cirta. 
Enter King Maſſiniſſa, aud Menander. 


[Trumpets ſound a lofty March, : 


K. Ma. Was ever Victory ſo ſwiftly won? 
We ſcarce had leiſure to demand the Town: 
Their Gates were open'd with ſuch Haſte and Fear, 
As if our conquering Swords enchanted were. 
Men. Syphax, the great Uſurper of w_ Throne, 
Is to revenging Furies downwards 2 
In Hell's low Valleys grown the darkeſt Weed, 
And feels the Stings that make Ambition bleed. 
K. Ma. Straight to the Palace bid our Forces turn, 
Where Sophonisba does her Loſſes mourn, 
We'll viſit that forſworn illuſtrious Fair, 
To let her ſee how unconcern'd we are. 
Men. Since you have promis d that you would ae 
Why ſhould your Virtue needleſs Tryals make? 
Love, tho ſcarce warm, within your Boſom pent, 
Fann d with her kindling Sighs, may get a Vent: 
Like Heat which ſtifled in ſome cloſer pace, U 
Hang Air gets in, fires all the Place. e d enn 
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Can hear unmov'd the warbling Syren's Song; 
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42 SoPHONISBA: Or, 


K. Maſ. Dar'ſt thou fuſpect? I ſay, it cannot be: 
Has Air, or its wing'd Rangers, Liberty? 8 
Looſe, like the Wind, as the wide Ocean free, 

My enlarg d Soul rolls wantonly along, 


Braving her Eyes, her Falſhood I'll upbraid, 
For thoſe rude Wrongs ſhe on my Virtue laid. 
Men. Your Majeſty beſt knows what's fit to chuſe; 
I humbly offer'd what you may refuſe. _ 
K. Maſ. Perhaps my preſent Rage I may not keep; 
For ſhe has Words would make the Cruel weep; 
And Charms as powerful as Circe's Wiles; 


As raviſh'd Virgins Sighs, or Infants Smiles. 


Maugre the Cunning which her Sorrow wears, 
Her Hopes will laugh at, and deſpiſe her Fears, 


: SCENE The Palace. 


Euter Sophonisba, Rezambe and Merna. | 
Soph. Rome and the World againſt my Life combine; 
Methinks I'm ſtill a Queen whilſt this is mine. 5 
Though Maſſiniſſa has the King o'erthrown, 
And his victorious Troops poſſeſs the Towns 


But I more blind with Rage than ſhe with Tears, £ 
[ Exe, 


Let Sophoni:ba is, and ſhall be free, 


Spight of the frighted Senators Decree. _ 5 
They bluſh to ſee this Life ſo glorious ſſine; 
And fear their Eagles Eyes ſnould danled be with mine 
Merna, if I have ought from thee deſerv'd, 
Be grateful thus, and thou haft nobly ferv'd. 
Mer. Not for the World. | 
Soph. Rezambe, thou art brave, 
Strike, and the Carthaginian Glory fave. 
How will the Juſt, the Valiant, and the Wiſe, 
Extol thy Virtue, and thy Courage prize? 


Who 
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Who durſt the Softneſs of thy Sex forego, 8 
And free thy Country with one deſperate Blow; 
A Deed that will even Hannibal out-do. 

Rez. Rather than I would live to ſee thoſe Hands, 
Which Kings have kiſc'd, fetter'd with Roman Tis 
That Body like a Pageant Wretch adomn'd, 

Gracing the Victor's Wheels your Greatneſs ſcorn'd 
Rather than this endure, by all that's good, 

I'd bathe this Dagger in your Life's warm Flood, 
Till the Haft reek'd with your Heart's Royal Blood. 
Soph. O thou moſt noble martial worthy Maid, 

If by thy Eyes my Soul could be ſurvey d, 
Thou would'ſt believe what cannot be 1 
How dear thou art to Sophonisba's Breaft. 

Thy Voice, like ſad, but pleaſing Mufick flew; 

Like dying Swans, 'twas ſweet and fatal too. 

Now ſtrike, and bravely act thy Tragick Part: 

Juſt here, ſtrike through and through this wretched Heart, 

Rex. Death's our laſt Remedy, as tis the wait: | 

'Tis fit you try the Victor's Merey firſt, 
Prince Maſſeniſſa lov'd you once; who knows 
But the farne Paſſion in his Boſom glows? 
Blow it into a Flame; try all your Charms; 
Love laughs at brandiſh'd Swords, and glittering Arms, 
Mer, Never was man like Maſſmifſs kind; 
By Nature mild, and amorouſly inclin'd. 
Not vanquiſh'd Syphazx dying fell fo low, 
As this charm'd, Prince will to your Beauty bove. 
-| Rez. Imputed Treachery you -onght to clear; 
Let Guilt ſhrink back, and Innocence a : 
I'll hide the Ponyard in my Robe; if he 
Dooms you a Slave, this gives you Liberty. 
$ph. When Breach of Faith jain'd Hearts does Alb 
The calmeſt Temper turns to wildeſt Rage: Ege, 
He thinks me falſe, though I have been moſt true; | 
And thinking ſo, what may his Fury do? 
Who | Rex 
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44 SoPHONISBA: Or, 


Rez. His Trumpet's Cangors make the Palace ring; 5 


Here wait your Fate, and this victorious King. 


Enter King Maſiniſſa, Menander, Attendants. 


K. Maſſ. Madam, I come to tell you that you are 
No more a Queen, but Priſoner of War. 


The King, whoſe Loſs tis probable you grieve, 
To whoſe lov'd Memory thoſe Tears you give, 


For Judgment is to Heav'ns Tribunal gone; 

And I now come to claim my Father's Throne. 

You in the War have been Unfortunate; 

Not but your Cauſe deſerv'd a better Fate: 
Soph. Of Empire's Joys to you a Gift I Gs 

More willingly than I did ever take. 

Freely as ever Syphax made it mine, 

To Maſſiniſſa I my Crown reſign. 


K. Maſ. Not as your Gift; CrownsI mould then deſpiſe 


But as my Right by Birth and Valour's Prize, 
My Father Gallas Diadem T'll bear, 
And all the Royalties of Cirta wear. 


Soph. Theſe Springs of Grief Unkindneſs now ſupplies. 
K. Maſ. Syphax deſery'd. that Tribute from your Eyes. 


_ Soph. There i is a Cauſe more worthy of theſe Tears. 


K. Maſ. More worthy ? what, than Syphax ? for your 


lake, 
Did he not Fame and Empire victims make, 
Giving Love over-meaſure; when at laſt, 
He threw his Life up for you at a Caſt? 


Soph. Tf what I ſpeak might kindly be receiv'd —— 


But Miſery can never be believ'd. 


K. Maſ. Not you believ d! O Gods, is it clear day? 


So manifeſt are all things that you ſay. 
Not you believ'd ! what hardned Infidel 
Shall dare to doubt the Oracles you tell? 


Se. 


But ture my Heart muſt with Unkindneſs break. 


Expreſs your Will, for I have much to do: 


HAN NIBAL'sS Overthrow. 4s 
Soph. 1 will, when Sorrow ſhall permit me, ſpeak; 
K. Ma. 'Tis poſſible; yet, Madam, e're I go, 


My Men LI have not piac'd: my Father's Throne 


We have not fill'd; I muſt, I muſt be gone. 
Menander, do we triumph? 


Men. Bravely, Sir; | 
All like your ſelf, and more than N 
Rex. Merna, we're loſt: what with a haughty ſcorn 


ile turns away, and ſmiles to ſee her mourn! 


Soth. Are you not Maſſiniſſa calld? 
K. Maſ. I am. 


Soph. Have you not heard of Sophonisba' s Name? 


She who unmov'd your high Diſdain endures; 


Yet Saphonisba who was always yours. 1 
K. Maſ. Oh Heavens! 


Soph. Whom waſting Cares did all the Day devour, | 


Who watch'd all Night, counting each tedious hour: 
And never found that there were Joys in Power. 


K. Maſ. Ha! Sophonizba ! Jes, I knew her well, 
That Angel fair, and loy'd her &er ſhe fell. 


Oh, Sophonisba, hadſt thou but a Mind 


Half beauteous as the Caſe where tis enſhrin'd, 
Thou wert ;------ but ſhe is dangerous to name: 


My Reaſon's ſnatch'd by my tempeſtuous Flame. 
Menander, help------ 


Or I ſhall fink in the Abyſs of Thought, 


My Vows, my Friendſhip, Glory, all forgot: 
As when we launch into the Sea, the Land 


Goes backward, with the Trees, and all the neighbouring 


Strand, 
Men. Be gone, my Lord, you're ruins if you ſtay. 
K. Maſ. What, from the Vanquiſh'd ſhall we run away? 
Men. Still there's ſome hopes, ſince at her Name he ſhook, 
And now he eyes her with a kindling Look. 


Rez. 
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46  SOPH ONISBA: Or, 
Rez. With that laſt Gance omkorght Love ſhot him 


there. 
K. Maſ. Ves, Madain, this is Maſſniſſa here; 


I am (to thy Confuſion be it known) 
A walking Grave with Sorrows overgrown, 


With rooted Cares, and every baneful Weed, 


That nightly Watchings and pale Troubles breed. 


Once I was free from theſe, and flouriſh'd fair, 
Like a tall Tree I bloſſom'd in the Air; 

My chearful Friends like Birds about- me ſung ; 
Free from the Charms of thy deceittul Tongue, 
And ripening Hopes blooming around me hung. 
Till thou, fair Murd'reſs, didſt like Lightaing fall, 
And blaſted Bloſſoms, Branches, Root and all. 

Soph. O, Maſſmiſſa, hear I this from thee ? 

K. Maſ. Tis equally a Truth from him, or me, 
Or any here why, Madam, net from me? 
But if my Preſence ſhould a Trouble prove, 

I will for ever from your fight remove. 

Soph. Stay, Maſiniſſa, ſtay, my Lite, my Soul; 
Why do your Eyes with ſuch ſtrange motion roll? 
Your Fury in this Heart that loves you hide. 

K. Maſ. Where does the Searcher of the Soul reſide, 
Who through blind tracks finds out a Woman's Heart? 
Lo! here's a bar, a ſtop to all his Art. 

Who wou'd not ſwear that ſuch a Love was true? 

Soph. Do I not love you? by the Gods I do. 

EK. Maſ. Oh thou Diſſembler ! once this would have done; 
But all thy practis d Wiles at laſt are known. 

Juſt fo ſhe talk'd, and ſo ſhe wept before, 

And with that beauteous honeſt Look ſhe ſwere: 


Gods! if I ſtay, I ſhall believe again; 


Farewel, thou greateſt Pleaſure, greateſt Pain. 
Soph. By all our Loves, this cannot, muſt not be; 
Thoſe cruel Words cou'd not be meant to me. 


8 | | | To 
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A Flame more laſting than the Veſtal's Fire; 

To me, whom am indeed all one Deſire. 

Ah, Prince, thy Love is all my Light and Health, 
The Treaſure I would hoard, my only Wealth: 
Take not that from me. 

K. Maf. 'Tis but vain 

Soph. Unkindly urg'd: why 36 your turn away? 12 
You ſhall not go, till you have left me dead; | 
My Tears *till now were never vainly ſhed. 

Oh hear my Sighs, my Vows, ye Powers above, 
If any Power like me could ever love. 

Let looſe your Fires, and thaw his frozen Heart ; 

And thou, dread God of Love, try every Dart. 

You ſhannot ftir. | 

K. Maſ. What means this riſing Flood? Mel ps. 

_ Soph. Nature will ſtart at ſuch Ingratitude: | 
Revenge on After-ages this diſgrace, 

And only Monſters make of human Races 
Inhuman thou. 

K. Ma. She ſhall not: yet ſhe hall; 

She graſps my Heart, and cries, ſhe'll have it all. 
'Tis ſo, her Eyes reſiſtleſs Magick bear; 

Angels I ſee, and Gods are dancing there. 

Riſe, Madam, riſe; each Sigh, each foftning Glance, 

Luii's my loud Wrongs; I'm huftYd and in a Trance. 

Men. His Sighs flow from him with fo ſtrong a Gale, 
As it his Soul would through his Lips exhale. 

59ph, Cou'd you be thus? on your poor Miſtreſs frown ? 
Whit was my Fault, alas! What have I done? 

K. Maſ. Nothing; why, nothing; only this, thou art 
My Life, my Soul, my Spirits, Blood, and Heart. 
Whoſe Hands leaſt thrilling touch does r above 
The very Ac of any other Love. 

Gods, how ſhe charms! none ſure was el er Ihe thee · 
Nor wild as I; Storms borrow Rage of me, 


To me, who love you with a Heart entire, 8 8 
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48 SOS HON ISA: Or, 


As Births of Roſes, or as Bloſſoms fall. by 


When planted by your Hand in Death's cold ſhade. 


But thou art ſoft, and ſweet, and filent all, 


Soph. This Roſe that ſticks ſo near your Heart will fade, 


K.Maſ. By mine! Not Savages would harm thy Breaſt 3, 
On whoſe retreſhing Pillows Fove might reſt. | 
And with immortal Sweets be ever bleſt. 

So fair, tis well thou art not faithful too: 
I cou'd not bear my bliſs, if thou wert true. 

Soph. Think me not falſe, though I did Syphaz: wed, | 
Who ever was a Stranger to my Bed. 

Forc'd by my Father's poſitive Command, 

I rauft confeſs I fuffer d him my Hand: 

Heaven curſe me if I ever granted more: 

Cou'd I be his, having been yours before? | 

K. Maſ. Why do you top? Mill as a Statue low 
I ſtand, nor ſhall the Wind preſume to blow. 

Speak, and it ſhall be Night: not one ſhall dare 
To ſigh, though on the Rack he tortur'd were, 
oy tor his Soul whiſper a dying Prayer. 
. Make your Love long, and let it burn leſs faſt : 
Thel ſudden Raptures are too hot to laſt. | 

K. Maſ. Right, Madam: long if we ſuch * ſhould feel 

The furious Tranſports of Delight would kill. 


Menander, to the Temple lead away; | 8 
By my clear Fame, this is our Marriage-day. .. MT 

Soph. Your Fame does far above all Cenſure ſit, 'T 
Free from the Taunts of low repining Wit. 18 
Kings though they err, ſhould never be arraign'd; S] 


But if I yield, my Glory will be ſtain'd. 
What will the World report of ſuch a Bride, 
Who marry'd the ſame Day her Husband dy'd? 
K. Ma. Since Scipio is your mortal Enemy, 
It muſt be ſo upon Neceſſity. 
Who yet will not moleſt you being mine. 
Soph. Then to the Gods let me my Breath reſign. 
K. M. 


 HANNI1iBAL's Overthrow. 4g 


K. Maſ. Can you conſent, rather than be my Wife, 5 
| To hazard Honour, Liberty, and Life? 
Je, Soph. But, Sir, e 

K. Maſ. But, Madam, fay what you can ties MS. 
0 You ought not, muſt not, and I cannot ſtay: 

One Minute more caſts both our Lives away. 

Soph. Know, mighty Prince, I was, and am the fame; 
And though the World this Act may juſtly blame, 8 | 

Il will be yours, and in that way you name. 
„ But firſt, by all the Gods and Glory, {wear,. 
Rather than yield me up Rome's Priſoner, 
That you ſome fatal token will preſent, 
To free me from inglorious Puniſhment. 

K. Maſ. I ſwear by Heaven, by Glory, and by Arms, 
By ſomething more, by your own 3 Charms, 
You ſhall be ever from the Romans free 
Or I by Death will give you Liberty. 

Soph. Now lead me where you p leaſe. 

K. Maſ. A taſte of Bliſs. 

The God ot Marriage ſeal our Vows with this; [Kiſſes her. 
Nectar, and Flames, the Sweets of Hidla grow, 

About her Lips Ambroſial Odours flow. | 

d fell Let melancholy Monarchs Counſel take, 

WU Wed by Advice, and ſullen Nuptials make; 

But J prefer what thus my Arms infold, 5 


To all the Wealth that Earth or Seas can hold, 

To Rocks of Diamonds, or to Hills of Gold. 

Spight of proud Rome, and all her haughty Meen, 
She was my Miſtreſs, and ſhall be my Queen: 
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About the dreadful Altar go; 


And with his Blood our Temples ſtain: 


. yes * * ® Ae n% hs 
... .. r 
e . E gr wr 

* * . 
my 


| Conſume the baleful Sacrifice: 
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A GC T W. 8 C E N E I. 
Bellona 5 Temple. 


In Altar is ſhown, with a Saal er hing upon it, arm'd all 
but his Head: Aglave, .Cumana, ſtanding each upon 4 
Tripos, with Daggers in their Te and Cenſers in | 


their Left. | 
AGLAVE. 


E E R we our ſolemn Rites begin, 
The ſacred Cavern purge from Sin: 


About it Incantations blow. _ 
Cum. The dire Oblation thus we drain, 


The Screech-Owl warns us with her Note, 

Strike your Dagger in his Throat: 

Gaſh him deep, and ſuck his Blood; 

Prepare his frighted Ghoſt a Shrowd. 
Asgla. Riſe, ye Sulph'rous Flames, ariſe; 


That of his Aſhes we may take, 
And clotted Cinders with em rake, 
And Viands for Bellona make. 
Cum. Our Goddeſs ſmil'd; tis done, tis done; 
The Romans have the Battel won: 
From yonder Battlement of Heav'n, 
T aw the Carthaginians drivn. 
They fly, they fly: The Conſul there 
Purſves 'em * long Tracks of Air: 


HAN NI BAL Overthrow. 


He puts their General to rout; 

And drives em like a Storm about. 
Agla. Our Goddeſs ſhall have Death n 

Her Shrine with fat of thouſands ſtuff; 

With goary Heads her Altars fall: 

And 1 Tuns of Blood upon em * 


Ent er Hannibal, M hebel ie 


Cum. But Joe, ee comes? n what are 3 


That pry into our Myſteries? 
Speak, ſpeak, Aglave; Fll be gone 
Their Buſineſs know, I'll come 4 W 
The Fit of Prophecy's come on. 

Our Goddeſs does the Tunnel — 
And ſacred Horrors ſwell my Mind. 


* 


Exit. 


Agla. What are you? and whatis it you would know? 


Han. Men call me Hannibal, Rome's dreadful Foe: 


Who after many Battels loſt and won, 

Reſolve to periſh, or my Conqueſt crown. . | 

One Day the World's great Empire muſt decide; 

But, what the Gods and that great Day pr ovide, 

We wiſh to know, hg dare the worſt abide. 
Agla. Cumana to the ſacred Tunnel cleaves, 

Her Breaſt enlarg'd, the Goddeſs now receives, 

And now ſhe rages like a Bacchanal, 

With Fury's acted, rends the holy Veil: 

Full of the Deity, about ſhe roams, 

Stares, gapes, and on the hallow'd Curtain foams: 

Cuts her hot Fleſh, grovels upon the Ground, 

dings, dances, kicks the golden PP round. 
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52 SormuonisBaA: Or 


Enter Cu mana ſcratching her Face, flabbing 4 Dagger ink 
ber amis a dt een her. 1 


Sings. 
Beneath the Poplar” s Shadow lay me; 
No raging Fires will there diſmay me: 
Near ſome ſilver Current lying, 
Under ſleepy mg dying. | „ 
I {well and am bigger than Typhon &er was; \ 
With a ſtrong I of Braſs, O bind me about: 1 
Left my Body ſhould burſt, for the Secret to paſs, A 
And a Vent being given, the Fury get out. V 
I cannot, I will not be vert any longer; _ T 
While I rage, I grow weak, and the Goddeſs grows fron gey. 
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She ſpeaks, 5 f | Ar 


If Hannibal to Zama tend, 
His Valour Scipio ſhall commend. 
And near Bagrada, on the Plain, 
There ſhall be thouſand Romans (lain. 
Thou with thy old 7aliaz Band | p 
Shalt put the Conſul to a Stand. 1 


#, þ 
\ 8 
Of 
14 
4 
* 
7 
3: * 
"4. 
* 
i 4 
3 
E 
27 
_ ;. 4 
2 
1 
1 
n 
_ 4 
. 
3 
—_ 3 
_—_ 
"EF 
RET a. 
n : 
$ " a 
a | » £ 
44 
3 4 
4 
„ *& 
. 
"WK, + 
4 ; 1 
3 
* 0 
N 
1 
i 
«av 
3 1 
—_ 
by. 
"109 
E ' 
"7 
Tas 
7 
» & 


l n 


Sings. | 


Hark, hark, the Drums rattle,. 

Dnb a dub to the Battle. 

Tararara, Tararara the Trumpets too rattle. 
Now, nom they come on, and peli-mell they mingle. 
What ruſling and buſung; 

And Splinters of Lances with broken Arms jingle, [ger 
Gold Trappings, bright Bevers, Swords, Bucklers and Dag: 
The ſtout Man flies on, and the faint-hearted fe gers. 
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See, the Saddle-Girts burſt, 
| And the General's unhorſt; 
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b But he rallies agen, 

And brings up his Men, 

Szight of Fortune and Fate, 
And the Gods that oppoſe ; 
He hacks, and he hews, 
Through the Hearts of his Foes. 


Ceaſe, Goddeſs, ceaſe, thy Servant to torment ;- 

My Lungs are with prophetick Fury ſpent. 

The ftrugling Fates within my Boſom turn, 

And Heavenly Fires my trembling E burn. 
When will thy Godhead let me reſt, 

Too mighty for a mortal Breaſt? 

Agla. Cumana, to a Period haſte: 

You ſhall have Eaſe when you have done; ; 

And ſweet refreſhing Slumbers taſte, 

Upon the Borders of the Moon, 


4938 A Dance of apts} 

. Lo afar off the curſt Byrhinian Band, | 
A poyſon'd General rules upon the Sand. _ 
Gods, how he {wells! how bloated is his Look! 


6 


Han. Shall Nomuns fall by Carihaginians Sec | 
\nd Carthage ſink ? what mean theſe myſtick Words? 
A fooliſh Bard as much as this might tell; 

Or a white Witch, without the Aid of Hell. 

ore I muſt know; ſpeak Roſulindas Doom: 

Let all the Loſſes of a Battel come, 

ay Scipio in the Duſt our Glory foil, 

cl bear the Frowns of Mars, if Cupiũ ſmile. 
Ala. Too curious Mortal, ſeek fiot what, once knovyn, 
May ſnatch your Sleep, and make you ever groan. | 

our Fate crowds back, and would not come in Views 
Do not too far th'unwilling Gods purſue: 
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Death from the Pummel of his Sword he took. [Exil, 
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Like one, who raſhly dares give Spirits Chace, 
They fly awhile to ſome dark ruin'd Place, 
Through Caverns run, through Cloyſters dodge him 


Or dance before him over Fairy Ground;  [round, | 
Till urg'd too far, a Face all pale and Gd. | 
Turns quick upon him, and the Fool runs mad. 
Bom. Let's go, my Lord; I am not us d to fear, 
And yet methinks I dread to tarry here. _ 
Mah. Heaps of the lain I often have cry UP 0 
And with my Battel-ax have hundreds fell'd; | ; 
Yet here I'm ſhaken, th*Obje&'s too funeſt: | 
1'd rather ſee a Jav'lin at my Breaſt, _ | < 
Han. Aglave, by your Goddeſs Arms I rear, | \ 
We will not from the ſacred Cavern. tir, - _ \ 
Till you have clear'd my Doubts; though every star 4 
At your dread Call ſtart from his flaming Sphere; F 


Though from her Orb, cloſe mantled in a Cloud. 
The Moon ſlide down to wander in this Wood; By 
Though with your Charms the Sun diſſolve in Blood: 

Fathom the Depth of Deſtiny below, NAT] A 


And all the Terrors of your Magick ſhow. 


Agla. Beneath thoſe burthen'd Branches Rand, nl 2d 
Safe from the Spirit I command. 7 
Ariſe, appear thou whom his Soul does love, 

His Heart with v W Horrors move. 


Roſalinda riſes i ina Chair, Pale, ee on ere. 
two Cupids deſcena, and hang weeping over pong : 


Han, Shall Roſalinda then untimely: die? U £742 ir 
eis falſe; and al theſe damn d Deceivers Bea 0 4: _ 
Facing thy Fate, with my Sword drawn ll a * 
Back d with my conquering old Italian Band, a — 
With the ſame haughty Fierceneſs ruſhing on, 95:1 oy 
Which the Saguntin's City thunder d down: - 
Like Troy's young Hero; | ; 
og: 1 | | Whe 
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Who, while the World about him did admire, | 
His Father bore through Night, Death, Blood and Fire, 
Spite of oppoling Hell, and War's worſt Harms; 

So I will bear my Love upon my Arms. 

Bom. To Horſe,” my Lord; and leave this curſed Place: 
Let's go, and inſtantly the Conſul face. 

Mah. No more in this damn'd Sorcereſs confide; z, 
Permit my Sword her Body to divide: 

Or from her Corps cut her enchanted Head, 
And her black Brains upon the Altar ſned. 

Han. We'll go, Maherbal, with to-Morrow's Dawn, 
On the vaſt Plain our Squadrons ſhall be drawn : 

Yet for ſome Minutes Battel ſhall decline; 
We'll ſee this Conſult &er our Bodies join: 
And if on equal Terms a Peace may be, 
For Carthage Sake I'll court my Enemy. 

Bom. Tis juſt you ſhould Deliberation take, 

With Caution deal; and manage the laſt Stake. a 

Mah, Your Armies are the Cards which both muſt Plays 
At leaſt come off a Saver if you may. 

Han. But like Sols Off- ſpring, ſwell d with dangerous 
He to the Management of all aſpires: _ Trires, 
Alone the Scepter of the World would ſway, 

Alone would rule the Heav'n, and drive the Day. 

Like that indulgent God, I'I firſt adviſe; | 

Shew him the Tracks through which Ambition flies: 
If deaf to all, let him aſcend the Throne, 
atching at Glories which muſt weigh him down; 
Like Jove we'll toſs him from his gliſtering Chair, 


Ping d in the Clouds, hiſſing through liquid Air, 


nd dart him headlong like a falling Star, 1 [ Exeuut. þ 
rer Scipio, meeting Lelius diſarm'd; Varro, Trebellius. 
Scip. Lelius return'd! and fad ! Tell the Event. 


Lel. Too late, my Lord, I wa to Cirta ſent; 
; C 4 For 


20 


OS © 5 he - — 
.. tn Cr 


e = 
* 1 2 © «boi £44 


> 8 N 

RE 2 ** 

2 * 22 
ern 


we —_- 
5 . 


8 N x \ 22 * oy 
[4 N N. e 3 q 
- * az, Ati [78 3 Set 
n agg — 
» £ pu * 5 n 


2 p — #4 77 . 8 — 2 ITE 
. — 22 28. 2 2 2 2 * » 
74's w — — "$45 . r Fe Ei" 6 
* s 3 A. k i A n 7 4 
1 . - 27 8 _— —— 5 1 ; 
rr A A LO 4% Ls: — 1 n & 7.3% X 43 * "I — — | yp 
„ „ — rr yy 07; rl eee * 6 


* ee e r ee — n 
8 8 3 * . 9 * 


Forgetting all his Vows, he lov'd anew ; 
The Conquer'd did the Conqueror ſubdue. 
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For cer ſome thouſand Paces got from hence, 
I Magin met, that wretched Prince: 
Not as I us'd, arm'd with a Warriour's Grace, 
Like Mars when thundring on the Plains of Thrace: 
But in a Chariot drawn by Milk-white-Steeds, - 
Like ſoft Adonts driving through the Meads; 
And Sophonisba leaning on his Breaſt, 
Like Venus with her wanton Huntſman bleſt. 
Scip. Are theſe his Vows? Some new way we muſt 
Rather than live diſhonour'd, he ſhall die. Itry; 
Lel. Soon as the Tyrant Syphax was o'erthrown, 


With Menaces he forc'd the frighted Town: 


Which entred, ſtraight he to the Palace flew, 


In ſhort, her Tears and Beauty won ſo far, 
In View of all the World he married her. 
They are arriv'd, and now upon the Plain, 
In a Pavilion Royal do remain; 

Scip. Trebellins, go, this ſubtile Charmer br) 
Take all our Guards t aſſiſt againſt the King: 
And fay that we'll attend him in his Tent; 
But firſt expect the Queen be Priſoner ſent : 
Tell him, ſhe is the Romans Foe; and ſhall | 
A Sacrifice for Blood of Thouſands, fall. 5 | 
[Exeunt fruerah 


Enter Xing Maſſiniſſs, and Sophonisba. 


K. Maſ. Let 1 arm all his Power againſt this Brea zut 


My Heart unmov'd ſhall ſtand the mighty Teſt. 

What I have ſworn ſhall like thy Virtue laſt; 
I'll hold thee to me as my Heart-ſtrings faſt. | 
Thou Soul of Love! all charming Excellence! | 
Whoſe very Look drives ſtormy Troubles hence, 
Does all the Bleſſings of the Gods diſpence. 


rom 
Yong 
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Why doſt thou tremble? Let not ſaucy Fear 

Make thy Heart pant, or cauſe thee ſhed a Tear. 

Soph. Alas, my Lord, twere better I were _ 

In my cold Grave ſafe from theſe Troubles laid: 
Rather ten thouſand! Racks let me endure, 
Than once be brought into the Roman Pow... 
Tis true, that you Have Ry froth: yu wou'd 
Defend me. . 
K. Maſ. To my Heart s laſt Yong of Blood ; 
Or may I by fome Coward mangled lie: 
And Dogs and Vultures tear me as I die. 
The Tygreſs will revenge her raviſh'd Young,” -- 
Midſt Darts, and Spears, and Javelins ruſh along: 
The Clown, ſo low and ignorant of Fame, 
Will venture Life to fave his ſwarthy Dame: 

And ſhall not I for thee-wafte all this Blood, 3k 
Thou ſofteſt Bleſſing, and thou ſweeteſt Good? 4 BR 
Soph. I know not what the Gods for you intend; 
But *ris moſt certain T am near my End- Mul Bai 
Not that Death's darkeſt Horror I can ran; 
But Bondage is a Load I cannot bear. f 
K. Maſ. Quit all thoſe Fancies that diſturb 0 Reſt, | 
\nd caſt thy Melancholy on this Feat 878 92 
his Heart is ever thine. 10 


Ss # 
# 
« 41 4 3 


Soph. O my lov'd Lord, 


f you ſhou'd break bon you wi Be y your „ end, vat 
Sep all your Oaths; yet Heaven and Ks beſt. 1. 
ome {urfeit with their Love, as ona Feaſt, - 
\nd then they loath when once they're — tl! Aim 
ut you'll remember me when I am dea 
rom theſe dear Eyes to endleſs Shades removid, | . 
done C're Will love you ſure as I have lov d. 
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| Emer Trebellius. _ 2096 Gong, i 
Treb. Guartle wait without. -----My Lord, you , muſt Krege 
The Queen, whom I have order to conſine. | 
K. Maſ. Touch her not for thy Life, bur ſtraight retire 3 
Safer thou mayſt with Thunder play, kiſs flee; 8 1 
Grapple with Death, a Peſtilence invade, - + © 


With all his fatal _ Damp ns. 


Trebellius goes: lee ber, Wai, ki him.” 


' Treb. Cut off in my ful Growth! curſe on your Sate; 
To die thus, when 1 Buſineſs had for Life! | 
Juſt Scipio will revenge my Death, beware; 1 

1 => I'm going, though I know not where. Dies. 7 
K. Maſ. Nought = thy Blood curd waſh oP Guile 7 
away, 

WhisCulh-choiBancont efithis Heart i : 


And ſully with rude Hands the faireſt Piece 
That the Gods ever drew. Your Troubles ceaſe: 
I'm in; and now no hope of Safety's nigh, 

Yet ſtill a King, we will attended die. 

Like a brave Merchant, | | 

Who when his long-toſs'd loaded Veſſel hits 

Againſt ſome Rock, and with loud Horror ſplits; 
Firſt graſps one Casket which does all contain, 
Then fearleſs, - ſhoots himſelf into the Main: 

So I with thee, my only Wealth, my All, 

Amidſt the numerous Slain at laſt muſt fall. 1 
The Noiſe comes near: Here ſafe retire from View ; 
Glory and Love ſhall ne vs what de do. 


Eurer Sahin * Varro, Gard, 


Lel. Trebellius ſlain and in a Wames's Cauſe! 
Shame to our Arms, Diſgrace to Honour's Laus, 


What 


Hawtnin at's Overthrow. 79 
What Flames of Miſchief from this Spark 5 riſe? 
'Tis juſt with Rigour you his Fault chaſtiſe. 

Scip. Yet Maſſmiſſa, thou ſhalt dearly buy 
Thy ill-got Love, and fatal Gallantry. 


Curle on in wanton Ways, bask in her Charms; 
By Mars ſhe 1 is a Victim to our Arms, 


King Maſſiniſſa meers him. 


K. Maſf. Your high Diſpleaſure in your Face I ſpy: | 
When the great Scipio frowns, great Danger's nigh. - 
The Fact I muſt confeſs, done in Defence _ 
Of Beauty wrong d, and helpleſs Innocence. 
Scip. Where is that fair Incendiary fled ? 
„„ I Fre to extreameſt Rigour we proceed, 
* I ſtrictly charge thee bring her forth to bleed: 
Or on thy Perſon I will Vengeance te ke; 
And thou ſhalt periſh for thy Miſtreſs Sake. 
K. Maſ. With greedy Joy I offer you my Life, 
If by the Gods you'll ſwear to free my Wite. 
Scip. You ſhall not for her Sake have leave to die, 
Nor will I give her Life or Liberty. 
For Rome, not for your Sake, this War was wag'd, 
You only as a Voluntier engag'd: . 
Therefore whatever Towns, or Captives, fall 
Into your Hands, they are the Romans all. 1 
K. Maf. Then thus I draw; Think it not Inſolence, q 


* , 


For it's not meant, Sir, in my own Defence; 

But to preſerve a ſacred Innocence. 

From their bright Thrones perhaps the Gods will glide, 

And range themſelves in Battel on my ide: 

Beneath a Cauſe fo juſt I cannot fall; 

I, and the Gods, will fight it with you all. : 
Scip. Thou deem'ſt thy Luſt an Action great and good; 

Death ought to cool this Fever in thy Blood, | | 


Wha wich 
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With me contending, againſt Fate you 3 
Tet I will Pity ſhew; take him alive, 
EK. Maſ. In gloriouſly you have a Conqueſt N 
That Breaſt my tim rous Arm durſt not invade. . 
My Heart, though prompted by her powerful (ms 
Fainted before the Maſter of my Arms. | 


. Nor ſhall you yet my Soul's lov'd Treaſure reach, 


My Body thus dams up the narrow | Breach: 
And he who dares -------- 

Raſhly on this forbidden Earth to tread, x 
Th 18a his Soul, III ſpurn him to the Dead. 


2 within, enter Menander. 


Seip. What means this moumful Noiſe, whoſe tragick 
Sound 
With ſolemn Horror . my Thoughts confound? ? 

Men. O, facred Sir! 

Scip. What, Soldier, all in Tears? 

Men. Sorrow her ſelf cloſe Mourner now appears: 5 
The Prince Maſſina ſlain: ſee blaſted there, _ + 
The Hopes you lov'd, the Darling of the War. 

That beauteous Captive who with you did treat, 

He to the Carthaginian Camp did wait: 

Where Hannibal of's Beauty jealous grown, | 
Caſt him in Bands; but when his Birth was knawa, . 
As ſoon unbound; but then Deſpair did move, 
Deſpair of Glory, and Deſpair of Love: 

Which when the Royal Youth had raſhly weightd, 
And Fate with murmuring Thoughts a while delay'd; 
A Ponyard from his Robe e he took, 
And to his Heart the deadly Weapon ſtrook. _ 

Seip. Behold, of furious Love the dire Event! 
Yet Maſmiſſa, wilt thou not repent? |__| 
Behold the does, you left, for your Default, 
By Heaven's high Juſtice to Perdition broaght, 


oe 


K. Mal, 
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K. Maſ. Was ever Man thus wretched, and ene, | 

Yet will I not one Tear to Nature give; 397 1 5 

Leſt Bankrupt-hke I laviſh what's not mine. 

Since all my Stock of Sorrow, Love, is thine.” 
Scip. Remove the Prince's Body from his Sight, 

Leſt too much Grief ſhould to Diſtraction 

Yet if thou'lt bring her forth we will forget. 

This daring Raſhneſs, which is Paſſion's Heat; 

Thy Glory with freſh Laurels we'll advance, 


And with due Praiſe thy valiant Acts inhance-: 
Thy Pile of Honour this Right Hand ſhall build, | 
TY doſt thou weep ? 


K. Maſ. Becauſe I dare not yield: | 
No, Sir, my Love I never can betray, | 
Though you have touch'd me in the nobleſt way. 
Seip. Canſt thou both Promiſes and Threats — 
K. Maſ. Death, or what's worſe, you only — 
Seip. Bring forth thy Love, and Life thou ſnalt enjoy. 
K. Maſ. Is that a Life? Your Purpoſe act; deſtroy⸗: 

Turn all your Javelins Points againſt thi: Breaft; 

But let it not of Love be giſpoſleſt. | | 
Scip. Muſt I, who can command, thus vainly ſhe? N 
K. Maſ. My ſtubborn Heart Death only can ſubdue. 
Seip. Then take that Death Wich you, ſo Tale Woods 


Enter Sophonib, 


Soph. Stay, Tyrant, hold; firſt thou ſhalt ſtrike A 7 
Come on, with thy brave Sword rip up my Breaſt, | 
And fix my panting Heart on thy proud Creſts | ' 
There let it hang, thy Valour's Trophy grownz. K 
To all the wondring World let it be ſhown, 

That none but Fools the Conqueſt may deplore/ 7 
While all the Brave admire the Conqueror. 1 
A Conqueror fo great, with one ſole Biow, i x 
He cou'd even Hercules himſelf out-do. 
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O Heavens! he durſt attempt, (what ſhall I fay? "Þ 
What Words his Heart's fierce Grandeur can diſplay 2 
In heat of Blood he durſt a Woman ſhy! © 0 
Seip. When Ladies rail, a Soldier ſhoald WE mute: : 
Belides, I have no leiſure to diſpute. 
As Helen did to Troy Perdition bring, 
Where-e'er you come, your Eyes Deſtruction fling. g 
When will your thirſty Charms with Blood be cloy'd? FE 
Two Kings you have like thit fair Greek deſtroy'd; 
Spight of your Pride, you ſhall to Rome be led; 
And there, for all your Witchcrafts, loſe your Head. 
Soph. On with thy Threats, thy violent courſe purſue, ' 
Enjoy thy bloody Wiſhes, Tyger, do; * 
Barbarian, for in Rome thou wert not born; 
By ſuch a Wretch her Glories are not worn, 
Ualeſs when dreſt up to be Sacrific'd: 
To thee, the Moors and Goths are civiliz'd: + 
Gorge thy ſelf, Saturn, make my Fleſh thy Food, 
And laugh when thou art drunk with a Queen's Blood. 
K. Maſ. All will be well; fair Excellence, retire; _ 
Add not freſh Fuel to the dying Gre. 
Soph. To you, and Heaven, my Heart muſt ever bow; 
Conſul, with thee I am not angry now. 
Scip. Obſerve, ungov Prince, with how much. eaſe 
This Royal Foe we, if we would, might ſeize ; 
Yet, on your Promiſe that ſhe ſhall not go, 
»Till we the Fate of War at Zama know, 
We will permit her in your Tent remain, 
But oh, my Friend, break this inglorious Chain, 
Contrive ſome means to keep your Faith with me; . 
And ſet your Heart from that curſt Charmer free. Exit. 
K. Maſ. O rigid Honour, muſt we ſeparate then! | 
Loſe all the Sweets of Life to purchaſe Pain 
Men. If ſhe were dead, your Glory were ſecure. 
K. Maſ. But * I then _ wretched Life endure? | 
Without 


we 


2 Y 
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Without her live? it's fatal to refuſe, _ 
And Glory ruines me if Love 1 chat 
What help, Me nander 555 

Men. Tis the Sport of Heav'n, P Le, I | 
When Ships on Rocks are in the Harbour ariv' i Ip 
Having through thouſand ſtormy Dangers paſt, 

In Proſpe& of your Bliſs, you're wreck'd at laſt. 

K. Maſ. Like one, who having ſcap'd the Waves, arrives 
To ſome lone Rock, and there more wretched Ong: 
Half famiſh'd, on the rugged Flint he ſtands 
Viewing with watry Eyes the diſtant Strands, 

And paſt his Call, Men walking on the Lands: 

With Sighs he ſwells the Wind; and looking round, 

Mumm een YEAR 
c | - [Exennt, 
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PIs and vi” | 


HANNIBAL 


RT thou the Chief whom Men amd Sando call? 
Scip. Art thou the much more famous Hamibale 

Han. Since by our partial Fate it is ordain'd, 

That I who have ſuch dreadtul Battles gain'd, THY | 
That Torrent like, which from foie Mountain falls, | 
Ran from the cloudy Alpes, to Rome's proud Walls, 
Should now at laſt for Peace inglorious ſue ? | 
I thank the Gods that they have choſen ou | 
To reap that Honour by this Interview. 

Seip. In civil Praiſe, and from fo brave a Foe, | 
True Courage does a Senſe of Pleaſure ſhow : ] 
Thy Words inſpire me with ſuch vaſt Delight. . ] 
*T will ſcarce be more to vanquiſh thee in Fight. 
Han. Twas much the Gods to our Fore-fathers gave, 

That you ſhould 1:a/y, we Afritk have. I 
Our Africk Arms much Roman Blood have ſpilt, 
And Carthage has the Roman Fury felt: 
What ſay'ſt thou, Scipio, is it Peace or War? 
Th' Invaſion made by us we will repair: 

We'll give you Sicily, Sardinia, Spain, 

And all the Iſlands which our Arms did gain, 
Twixt 1aly and Africk, on the Main. 

Thy boyling Courage does to War incline, 

And Glory more than Profit you delign 

Such Fortune once did on our Genius ſhine : 
But long Experience, and the Chance of War, 
Makes me at preſent certain Peace prefer. 


*%, Af feed hh „ 3a 


Graſp 


HANNIBAL'g Overtbrow. 


Graſp not at Scept ers, which may turn to Rods: 

To- Day is yours, to- Morrow is the Gods. 
Scip. That your late Landing upon Leptis Coaſt, 

Reſtor'd thoſe Hopes which drooping Car thage loft, 

All muſt confeſs; we know you are that Man, 

Whoſe Glory to the utmoſt Thule ran; 

Born in a Winter's Camp, in Battels bred, 

Whilſt yet a Stripling durſt an Army head; | 

Whoſe very Name could make the Romans mourn, .. 

And forc'd dead Groans from every hollow Urn: 

The boldeſt Senators began to droop; 

Yet when all fainted, I alone ſtood W 

And fac d that Storm which threaten d from 3 

Shot Warmth, and roſe upon em like a Star: 

To Africk' came, and in few Months retrieyvd 

All that your Arms for many Years atchiev d. 

Peace T refuſe, unleſs you offer more: 

You give nought yet but what was ours before. 

Since all the Neighbour Kings our Actions eye, $ 


It reſts at laſt we ſhould our Fortune try 
Let one victorious be, the other die. 

Han. Gods, that the. glorious Hannibal Wan be 
To be refus'd! It ſhall be Battel now. WES 
Forgetful Hero, couldſt thou court the Son, 

Twice by whoſe Force his Father was o'erthrown? 

Scipio, thou may'ſt too late repent thy Pride, 

And vainly in thy Death this Fury chide. 

On Fabius think, Rome's Shield, her Guard from dme 

| Her Sword, Marrellus, broken by my Arm: 

Remember great Emilius ſlain by me:; 0 

And then think laſt what may thy Fortnne be, + þ 

E're yet the Day be done, | 

With Seas of Gore we'll drown the neighbouring Woods , 
And ya Sun ſhall kt in Roman Blood. oy 
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Scip. Prepare to hear thy lat, thy laſt Alarms. 
Han. In Battel we ſhall meet: to — to Arms. 
| ; LEFT: 


Ente R fla; m Mar? 5 "pare 


Roſ. Thus & eſt, and with this warlike Weapon drawn, 
What hinders but an Army I lead on: 
O cruel N re, why didſt thou diſgrace 
So brave à Spirit with a Female Face? 
All Women wou'd, but ſure no Woman can, 
Be chang'd into that Lordly Creature Man. 
However, with this Garb I fit my Mind, | 
Whoſe high Ambition has great things deſign'd: 
T'll out, and chaſe, it Hannibal ſucceeds; WET 
And if he falls, then Roſalinda bleeds. BG nhl 1 


Euter Hannibal,  Maherbal, Bornilcar, | 


Han. Both wir ngs are loſt, the Carthaginians mls, 
fines Cains Lelins drives em through the Field: 
The Gaus and the Ligurians quit their Ground; 
The Maſjjilian King does all confound: - | 
Wich ſuch ſwift Force his Arms our Troops affail, 
As Hurricanes toſs Showers, and ſcatter Hail, 
Bom, Wild as our Elephants, about he raves, | 
And tramples on thoſe mercenary Slaves, © 
Who ſcouring through the Field ayoid his ibis 
And fly like Flocks of Doves before a Hawk. * 
Mah. Your valiant old ralian Troops ſtand faſt, 
Reſoly'd to fight your Battel to the laſt, | 
The conquering Conſul riding o'er the Plain, 
With all his Officers and braveſt Men, 
The Haſtati and Triarii, this way comes, 
With Trumpets ſounding, and with beat of Drums. 


Han. 


— — —— ou} yad 
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an. 


HaANNI BAL Overthrow. 6 
Han. Auſpicious Juno, thou that didſt e re- lle 
Favour our Cauſe, and on our Carthage ſmilem 
Proſper our Arms this bloody dreadful Day, 

And Hannibal ſhall the Foundation _ 


Of ſuch a Temple ſacred to thy Name, . 
As ne er was found in the Records of Fame, Let. 


Eurer Xing Maſſiniſla, and Letive." | 
1 Maſ. Their Flight has wing the Cowrds; let * em 
Ys 
Not worthy by ſuch conquering Swords to de. 


'Tis time we to the Conſul ſhould repair, 
Rejoyn our Forces, and conclude the War. 05 ber 


SCE N E of Hannibal and Scipio e the 


Conſul giver Ground: Enter W and Lel. 
and beat Hannibal W. 


Scip. Gods, what orviiigions Valour Rs you N 
And what Rewards are wehr to en e e un 
O Maſmiſſe! : 107 alas | 10 , 
With what- impetuous Swifeneſs Fortune's Wheel! 
Turn d with thy Strokes! how did the Valiant — 

Tel. As when ſome diſtant Lab rer hews an Oak, 
We ſee his Arm rais'd for a ſecond ſtroak, 

re the firſt Blow's Report can reach our Far; 
2 88 our Senſe; nor could it reach him thank. 

Scip. Th' Italian Troops ſhrunk from his N Fir, / 


But Hannibal himſelf did laſt e t ault2y ['T 
All Lion like, 1 1 Slat "gk 
Whom a bold Band of Hunter having os 85 1 
And dar'd to rouſe, he rouls his Kyes around 
Laſhing his Sides, and tearing up the Ground, 


With Trouble from th' unequal Skirmiſh: goes, 
Majeſtick ſtalks, and turns upon his Foes: 


— — 
— - 
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So from the Fight went the great General, 
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Proud in his Loſs, and riſing in his Fall. | 222 * 
Enter Soldiers uni Roſalinda falls... | 


Ref. Heav'n thou haſt done thy worlt, there gens "> 


more: 


Bold with my Overthrow, I brave thy Pow'r, 

* And ſhake the Glaſs that holds my lateſt Hour. | 
8 O Hannibal! did 1 for this deſign 
1 This Heart, this Youth and Beauty only thine? 
5p Pride and Neglect on every Lover-hurld, 
2 Scorn'd him that conquers thee, and all the World? 


From me, loſt Heroe, learn, be great and die: 
The Brave ſhould bleed for Loſs of Victor y. 


Eurer Hannibal, Maherbal, Bomilcar. 


Han, Carthage is loſt, and Hannibal o Lins 
What is there left that we may call our own? 
The bleeding World Rome does by Conqueſt claim, 


And ſwells the Prize with our revoited Fame: 


Yet ſpight of Fate our Length of Earth we have, der 
Thus vanquiſh'd, Glory fſhrowd thee in a Grave. 
Bom. Hold, General; the Gods your Death forbid ;. 


Vengeance is due, firſt let falſe. Hanno bleed, i 


Who cut the Wings of 


white Sh 3 oa 
Mah. By me he ſhall-be/h ct « 


ſent to Hell: 


Were Fiends for Treaſon kindle double Fire: 


Then let the famous Hannibul expire, 
Ro/. Sure I the Name of make did hear; 
Maherbal, tell me, is the General there? 77 
Mah. Approach, my Lord, view well this wounded 
Fair: 7 6 
Sure in your Capuan Mitre I have ſeen rk 20 GOTT 
The ſame Majeſtick Air, and charming Mien. 


Ha NN IR ALS Qverthrow.. 69 
Han. Ha! thou hail rous d a e . en me 


more,. 
Than all the Loſſes in Battel ak 
Either I dream, -or in this cloſing Eye 
My dazled Senſes Roſalinda ſpie. | 
Ref. Where do th por Er rut reſt? O Hannibal ! 
Han. What art, that doſt upon the Wretched: call? 

Roſ. One that's more wretched, and more raſh than thou, 
That would to Fate, and not to Scipio bow, ' 
Diſguis d, and dying Roſalinda ſe, 

Who mourns in Death thy Loſs of visto. 
That laſt Diſgrace. 
Han. Dire Goddels, of this War 
Too true I find all thy Preſages are. 
The Gods have given a double Overthrow, - 
Wou'd I had bravely periſſid by my Foe, 
Stretch'd in the Field, this Loſs had I not known, - 5 
Nor ſhould my tortur'd Soul thy Ruin moan. - 
Roſ. Is it ſo hard our Wiſhes to obtain! 5 
Sad Hearts with bleeding loſe Love's burning Pain. 
Han. O dying Fair, look up, revive a while,; 
With one ſnort Joy eternal Care beguile: 
The ſetting Sun, all curtain d round by Night, 
| At his Departure gives a larger Light, 
| Rof. Flow faſter, Blood; it will not be, 1 fear, 
The Wonnd's too ſmall, Death cannot enter here, 
Put ſhall J ſtay behind when Honeur's fled? 1 0 
Han. Live, and Il raiſe that Honour from the Dead. 
Ro. Renown runs on, like Time; but ne er turns back. 
Han. Then we that ſwift Renown- will overtake, ; 
We'll haſte where. Glory baits, to every Hold, 
And mount new Fame, till we out- ſtrip the old. 
Roſ. Dear Hannibal, alas! I wiſh I could. 5 
But twyill not be; Life trembling takes the n _ 
Till well-ni gh e in Waves of Blood. 


- wi 


70 8OPYHON ISA: Or, 


The Roman Glory ſhines too fatal bright, 
And with its gathering Luſtre dims my Sight: © 
Eternally adieu: my Body take, | 
Chaſte and entire I kept it for your fake: 

Tis 5 1 Freſent n I now can wake. | 


rr 
70 


\ [Dies 
Han. For ever gone; all * * Stock 5 Brea 


| SC 
Spent in one Sigh; the Riot of rich Death. Ar 
Now by my Arms, the Gods too partial are, 
Or elſe they envy'd my full Trade of War: M 
Which cou'd ſo vaſt a State of Beauty buy, 
As far ſurpaſs'd the Manors of the wy; | = je 
Dead Roſalinda------ 2 h 
Bom. Raiſe you from the Ground, * dv 
And let not Love your Virtue's Force confounſdq . 
Where is that Heat and haughty Courage gore, Fo 
Which againſt Nature's Lets your Troops led on? Ti 
Mah. Think you for nought the Gods ſuch Valour gave? N 
You ſhould prop Thrones, and falling Kingdoms fave. Git 


Bury'd in Thought, and deaf to Honour's Call, 
Your. Soul beneath her mighty Pitch does fall. | 
Han. Maherbal, no; aſtoniſh'd thou ſhalt _ i 
We dare be brave in ſpight of Deſtiny. | : 
Though robb'd of all the Riches Love could give, sb 
And ſtript of Glory too, yet we will live: 
Courage is form'd of the Etherial Mold, 
And round it Bands of Adamant are roll' d. 8 
To this ſtill haughty Breaſt ſuch Fire is given, At 
I could the Summons meet of Hell or Heaven: . 
Could, like the great Eternal Mover, ſway 
The World in Arms, and teach him to obey. 
Tas noble Grief that lately chang'd my Fog 
But I am ruffled now into a Storm. 
Bom. Your Miſtreſs Body. hence we will conveys” 
And in ſome hallow'd Vault her Relicks ay. 


— : 


ve? 


H AN N n 41 £6 Over throw. 


And on her Urn ſad Yew with Cypreſs throw, . 
And all our Stock of Tears and Sighs beftow. 


As the young Phanix does, in facred Myrch, .. 
His Father's Duſt to the Sun's Temple bear, 
So in Fame's Houſes ſhalt thou honour'd be, 
And every God ſhall have a Grain of thee. 


Han. For ever, brighteſt of thy kind, fare wel, 
| Who wert too worthy, therefore early fell. 


. 


Mah. Like Pilgrims, once a year we'll Mourning | 2%? 


M-h, Since Glory with her laſt Breath. he 1 
May wiſh'd Dominion widen all your Breaſt. 


Honour that did but now calm Slumbers take, pit 


Shall like the Ocean in a Tempeſt wake; 


We'll paſs new Mes, n new Conſuls overthrow. Be” 
To Rome with far more dreadful Armies £08 roar e 


Forcing the Appian and Emilian way, 
To the Suburra well purſue the Fray; TIT 
Nor ſtop "till Roſalinda's Statue, crown d, 
Sits in the N with Gods enthron d. 


1 


Euter Scipio, K. Maſſiniſſs, Lees Ge. 


Scip. I grieve, brave Prince, ſo often to deny: 


be muit a Captive be, or we muſt die. 


Han. Haſte, haſte, Maherbal, and freſh Levies 5 ? 


| [Exeunt. 


K. Maſ. I know ſhe. muſt, if you will have it 0, 


But Pardon may be granted to a Foe: 
O ſpare her then; as you would be plea. | 
At your laſt Hour, when you prepare for Heaven. 


Scip. Learn to ask Bleſſings ; thoſe you ſhall not want: 


This is a Curſe, which I can never grant. 


ire one, who i in.a burning Fever lies, 


nd begs for Water, if he drinks he dies: 
| like a wiſe Phyſician, thwart your Will, 
nd vanquiſn your Diſtemper with my Skill 


| 
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For all that I have done, or all that 1 ſhall do. | 


But as Rome's Conſul, and the Lord of Power, 


— 
Mer 


ok 
* 


> wb eaghas r AS, e 

— rent nos. oe Meer: * 

23 "22 DI ” 4 £ = 1 

ls r 5 th 6 
— * * = 


* KY 
n 
r 


* 


. ene = ay 
9% PERO 3 * 
4 „ K 1 


N 
GS Sa AE ABS oo 
3 


P Fl " — FT 
- 2 n 
2 _ \ 
1 3 
2 : 


7 © Sopnmonioud: Of, © 
By, ce 6 Fre the Bec Sake, for Fricadſhip, Clary, 
Z ON Love,' 0 * "Th | 
By all that's good dow; of tht 'abore © ! 


Let not at laſt my well taught Courage droop; Mn} 
Break not the Heart, which you haye foſter d up. _ 
Oh Sophonisba l Give her to my Prayers, 
To theſe faſt riſing Sighs, and falling Tears: 

No other Crown I ask as Valour's due, 


by FA , Y aid 


Lo, at your Knees, behold a Monarch fall; 
Yet more, your Friend, and then I have ſaid all. 

 Scip. Let not your Paſſion Royalty degrade; 
Riſe, valiant Prince, I've thought of what you ſaid. 
And as your Friend my Temper cannot kgep, 
Mourn your Misfortunes, and like you can weep: 
Curſe Roman Tyranny, and'wiſh you were 
For ever joyn'd with that unhappy Fair. 

K. Maſ. Oh you have bleſt me! 

Scip. Maſſmiſſa, 'ſtayz _ 
You only heard what Friendſhip bid me fay : 


3 wy, 


I now command you never ſee her more, 
Unleſs the View to her may fatal be; 
This is my laſt immutable Decree. 

K. Maſ. Is your feign'd Pity come this? your Tears 
Falſer than thoſe vrhich Egypt's Monſter wears? 
Tyrannick Rome! Barb'rous are all thy Laws; 

Have I for this, in thy accurſed Cauſe, ' 

Stary'd Life, by laviſhing her precious Food, 

My Spirits loſt, emptied my deareſt Blood, 

Fought till I Rampiers made ef Bodies round; 

So mark'd with Fate, that I appear'd one Wound, 

Yer rais'd thy bleeding Eagles rom the Ground? 
Scip. Think no Re on't; her Memory forget. 
K. Maſ. Cut me to Atoms, tear my Soul out; yet rb 


Ys 


6-4 
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Hi Overthrew: > 


In every ſmalleſt Particle of me, GIA 
You ſhall the Form of Sophonisba ſee: =, 
All like my Soul, and all in every Part; 
Bath'd in my Eyes, and bleeding in my Heart. 
Seip. Lelius, ſecure the Queen 
K. Maſ. Stay Lelius, ſtay; F 
I've done, my Lord, and will your Power obey: 
The Queen ſhall die, on a King's Word ſhe . 
She muſt a Victim me 8 
How am I now? 5 1 
Scip, For Sophonisba's 5. Loſs, ; 
Yeur Arms Numidia's Empire ſhall engroſs.. 
For your late Gallantry at Zama ſhown, 
Kind Rome preſents you an Imperial Crown, 
Salutes you King. Now all your Griefs defie; 
Thus we embrace thee as -our brave Ally. 


Give your Grief Truce: thus prais d, and 1 adorn d, 
Let all the Beauties of the Earth be ſcorn (Exit. 
K. Maſ. Seorn'd be your Glory more, i pn Pit, 
a pes her Sou, while Gods and wilhng b. 

Men. My Lord, if you would hear. 

K. Maſ; Hal muſt? no more. as my Fs. A a 
Men, She to. the (50h, 8 Ons or Roman Power, ga” 


While I in Winding-ſheets embrace my Bride. 
K. Maſ. What — thou ſay? 


For tis decreed that we muſt never part, 
Well be one Spirit, as we're now one Heart: 
raverſe the glittering Chambers of the Sky. 
Born in a Cloud, in view of Fate Ill lie, 

Men. urn roche = RETRY 5 
K. Maſ. And ſuch art thou; yet ſpeak, what ade: 
aſtruct me to be greatly falſe, or true. 
Men. The Queen muſt di 


The Roman's Slave; TI give ber a Regriere, „ 
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Men, But how? W255 


D K. My 
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Were ever Woes like mine fo calmly born? 


Damp the wiſh'd joys of a young Bridal Pair; 
Yet then I ſhall have more than Man can bear. 


And when 1 call, like Fate, come forth and Kill 


MW 8 OPHONISBA'! Or - ; 


K. Maſ. Why thus: II kill my ſelf, kill thee, 
Rome, Carthage, all the World; ; and then ſhe fall live 
free. 
Men, Glory or Beauty tis ordain'd you Joſe. ” 
K. Maſ. O Rome! Oh Heaven! both equally my Fo! 
Was ever Heart thus miſerably torn? | | 


Men. When Virtue thus oppreſs'd, Mankind does ſee, 
What fezrful dreaming Fool will pious be? 
Martyrs no more Racks or Flames require, 
Nor dying wiſh; but only Life defire, _ 
To murder Prieſts, and Temples b 

K. Maſ. Why, ye Immortal Gods, is all his Cart? ; 
Why do you drive your Creatures to Deſpair ? | 
Had I upon my Throne fate King of Fears, | þ 
The Orphans wrong d, or drunk the Widow's Tears: 
Had I brav'd Heay'n by ſome outrageous Sin, | 
For theſe Afflictions there had Reaſon been. 
But tis all well, I no Injuſtice have; 
The Gods but take the Being which they gave. 
Menander, haſte, two Bowls with Poifon fill ; 


From the Contagion of my Troubles take 
As much as might the Spring a Winter make, 
Freeze the hot Blood of a crown'd Conquerour, 


Men. *Tis a dread Deed to which you urge my Hand, 
K. Maſ. It's glorious too; diſpute not my Command, 
Men. IIl not preſume tg fathom your deep Thought; 
But ſtraight your Will ſhallby your Slave be wrought. [Ex. 
K. Maſ. Love and Arnbition h have their utmoſt done, 
*Twas Love allur d, Ambition led me on. 
Like a raſh Boy, who a ſteep Mountain climbs/, 
145 with brave of 3 Heav'n betimes, 


C 


He 


AS 
e 


„ 


But having reach d the Top, he views aloof 


And fleeting Love OP wow ring Hopes beguile. ex. 


Triumphant Voices rend the ecchoing Ground, 


| Moſt loſt of Women, deſperate, undone, / 


Abhorr d, thou muſt to angry Rome repairs 
e Death. 


Are 2 alive? and do T hold you faſt? 


| The faireſt Miſtreſs; and the gentleſt Wife! 2 
So great and glorious, Emperours envy thee; . 192 


With a ſhort Lightning view, to gaze and out: 


771 


HAN NIR AI g Overthrow, 77 
He puffs and blows, and mighty Pains he takes, 
ws; all his Strength, and much' ado he makes; 


The fancy'd'Heav'n, and all the painted Roof: 
So did Ambition draw: me with a Wile, 


7 * 
, 1 a 
» 


Eurer Sophonidba. 

a The Conſul i is return'd with Comb crown'd;] $ 
And to the Heav'ns the Trumpet's Clangors: Wy: F. 
Yet I no News of Maſiniſſa hear: THY 
Should he be ſlain, which I with Reaſon fear; 

What could'ft thou do? what Gods couldſt"thou atone? 
And all the Cruelties of Bondage bear. 
No, Sophonisba, think what thou haſt been, | 
The Miſtreſs'of two Monarchs, twice a Queen. 
If thou muſt fall, bravely reſign thy Breath, 
Due "King Matin. 
oh, my lov'd Lord! are you then come at laſt? | 
K. Maſſ. Beſt of thy Sex, and dearer than my Life, 
And art ſo good that the Gods envy me. 
They ſent thee here, but as an Angel ſcout, - 


Torments of Hell, and Racks of Deſtiny! | 
Thou muſk oh that r live to "ru; it! om 


ST 


56 SO rHONIS 2A: Or, 


Soph. Bleſt Sound! we ſhall not then be len- be 
| But ſolemn Triumphs have in Honour's Bed. / 
This laſt Alarm my drooping Spirits chears, 
As when the Warriour his lov'd Trumpet u 
His Martial Blood begins to warm apace, 
And boils, and fluſhes, in his kindling Face, 

And much he longs to ſtrive in Glory's Race. 

Speak Death — my Guard and ſure Defence; 
It bears a ace Sound, and mighty Senſe. 

K. Maſ. O keep thee there; now, OE > Virtues 
And dart Divinity, I'll give the Blow, _ 
Come forth, Mexander, with thoſe fatal Bols, 
Whoſe Juice, tho it the Bodys Force aan? m_ 
Revives the Mind, and {lakes the RR DOS. 


: Inter Menancder be, leb. 


Give me the Draught. | 5 
Soph. What means my Royal Lond: ee e 
K. Maſ. By your bright ſelf, by all the een 0 
No Angel's Eloquence may Soul ſhall more. 
To die with thee, and thy dear Honour ; =o 
What greater Glory could "the Ambitious have? 
Twill build a Palace for me in the Grave. 
Not but that in the Agonies of Breath, 
I tremble when I think upon thy Neath, . flies, 
Soph. Thou beſt of — whoſe Fame, * 
Shall draw up bleeding Hearts, and weeping e 
Let not your Saul tremble for Mme; for 5 tit! — 
Can fear no Torment, but to ſee / you die. 1 19916 1 
K. Maſ. Then chearfully let's go; here's. to wes 
And to our meeting with the Bleſt above. [Drinks 
Soph. Give me the Bowl, mark if my Hand we 
Or the freſh ſpringing Blood my Lips - "ae 3T 
. — to my Lips the Draught I lift, | 
"Tis to my Lord, this is his nuptial Gift. bre 
e XK. Mi", 
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K. 27 Menander, faithful Confident, farewell, 
Haſte, and our Story to the Conſul tell. 11 oat 
On thy Allegiance go without Reply: 7 e ee e 
Thou ſhould'ſt rejoice to ſee me bravely die. ¶ Ex. Men. 
How fares my only Love? my firſt, laſt Dear? 
The Sweets of thouſand Springs are blowing here, 

All in thy Sighs; 
| Soph. Ah, give your Kindneſs o'er, 
Or we ſhall live, and feel the Roman Power. : 
Methought Death touch'd me with a chilling Pain; - - 
But your warm Kiſſes ſhot thro every Vein 3 
A kinder Heat, and kindled Life again. 

K. Maſ. Thus let us launch into Eternity: 
Sink in Death's bottomleſs and boundleſs Sea: 
Like drowning Friends, link'd in Embraces faſt, 
Our Arms, Love's Nets, about each other caſt. 
| Soph. What could long Life, or Empire give like this? 
# K. Maſ. Thy Love is Empire, and eternal Bliſs. 
, Soph. I go, where ſhall we meet? „ [De 
1 K. Maſ. The Gods can tell. yy 
c Heaven's TO» and golden Slumbers with thes dwell. 
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" ED: 
Enter Scipio, Lelius, and Menander. 


* Men. See there, Great Sir, th Effects of your raſh Doom. 
The Victims you have offer d up to Rome. 
1 Lel. What cruel Eyes could Pity here refrain, 
cholding two ſuch Royal Lovers ſlain? 
Seip. Theſe unexpected Ob) ects ſo amaze 
ly Reaſon, I could ever on em 
Pince thou,; moſt great and lovely Prince, art dead, 
ars Marches Scipio ſhall no longer tread: | 
ith Carthage Peace we'll inſtantly conclude, _ 
/uich, had'ſt thou liy d, our Arms might have ſubdu d: 


—— — — 
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2 na enen 
To Rome, our Drooping-Eagles then ſhall fier, * 
- Where after tireſome Honours, well repair - 1.0 
To ſome ſmall Village, Lelias, thou and 13 | 
And ſtudy not to live, but how to die. 
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e to tente at its n. 0 


O this Learn d n ly 1 

At once our Aftion amd our Poet's Wit, 
Whoſe Shades well pleas'd to 'theſe fam d Seat: repair, ih 
To hear the Muſes breathe their native dir: 4 17) hd 


Free from the partial Cenfare of the Town, | r One 4d) 
Where ſenſeleſs uin runs the Poet dents L352 abr 55 
Where fluttering Hectors on the Vizard fall, 

One half o th' Play they ſpend in noiſe and brawl, 
Sleep out the refl, then wake, and damn it all. 
To you the labour d Scene is better known, 

n which no Poets have excelÞ'd y your own: 

When ſome fam d Hero on the Stage is ſeen, 

You flraight reflect, Such was his God-like Mien 3 
To ſuch Extent did his vaſt Conqueſts ſwell, 

He reign d thus Glorious, thus Untimely fell: 
Knowing th; Original, you the Copy praiſe, 

And crown the Artiſt with deſerved Bays. 

Thus to their Merits we our Poets leave, | 
But for our ſelves 1 milder Cenſure crave, 

That all Defefs i ti Action you'd impute 

Tour firaitued Stage; tis ours, the Womens Suit. 


i 


EPILOGUE. 


The 6 to Beauty never was unkind,” 
But form'd by that th' Ideas of the Mind. | 
"Twas from the Schools our firſt Reſpecis we gain d, 


Who of our Sex their Sciences have feign'd. - 2 


Tus were the Muſes, thus the Graces dreſt, 
And Plato thus his Virtue has expreſs. - 

ne know what's due ro Sophonisba's 5 Fae, 
And more to Rofalinds's chaſter Name. 

Nor can we wholly ignorant appear 


Of theſe learn'd Languages that flouriſh 4 * 


-_ 


Be not ſurprix d if we invade your Right, 
And Ovid's or Catullus Lowes recite, 


Or paſs from Virgil Labours f Kneas, 
To Menin acide, Thea, Peleiade © Achilleos. 
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